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Characters 
Morue_r, Alice Carter 
Fatser, John Carter 
SALLY CARTER 
Bos CARTER 
Marie CARTER 
Don RANDALL 
SprkE BENSON 
Voice FROM Rapio 

Time: Saturday afternoon before Easter. 

Settine: The Carter living room. 

Ar Rise: Moruer, Alice Carter, is 
sealed in large wing chair upstage 
right sewing on a blue party dress. 
The belt of the dress hangs over the 
back of the chair. Marr, age eight, 
is seated at card table working on 
fancy Easter eggs. On the table are 
several painted eggs, feathers, beads, 
crepe paper, paints, glass of water, 
brushes, etc. MARIE is busily painting 
a face on an Easter egg which has 
yellow crepe paper hair. 

Marre (Holding up egg): Look at my 
Easter egg, Mom. I just finished 
painting the face. 

Moruer (Looking up): Very pretty, 
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The Easter Hop 


by Mildred Hark and Noel McQueen 


dear. Where did you learn to make 
such fancy ones? 

Marie: Miss Burgess showed us at 
school. You can make all kinds. 
This one’s going to be a glamour 
girl. Her hair is crepe paper and her 
eyebrows are feathers and then for 
earrings I just stuck on two little 
beads. 

Moruer: My goodness! 

Marte: But to be a real glamour girl 
she should have something in her 
hair — jewels maybe. 

MorueEr: Well, there are some sequins 
upstairs in the sewing table. I’d 
get them for you but I’ve just got 
to keep working on your sister’s 
dress. 

Marte (Rising): I’ll bet I could find 
them, Mom. 

Moruer: Very well. They’re in the 
right-hand drawer. (MARIE runs off 
left as Farner, John Carter, enters 
right, carrying a newspaper. MOTHER 
looks up.) Well, John, you’re home 
early. 

Fatuer: Of course — tomorrow’s 











































Easter, isn’t it? But a fine Easter 
from what the weatherman says. 
(Indicating paper) Listen to the fore- 
cast. Cloudy, cold and rain. 

Moruer: Hmm, I don’t care if it snows. 

FatHer: Why, Alice, you amaze me. 
(He seats himself downstage left and 
puts paper on table next to him.) 
Of course, I’ve never worried about 
Easter weather —I won’t cut any 
figure in the Easter parade, but I 
thought you had a new hat. 

Moruer: I have, and once I felt ex- 
cited about it, but now there are too 
many other things to worry about. 
Mainly, the Easter Hop. 

FaTuHER: The what? 

Moruer: The Easter Hop, John. 
We’ve only been talking about it 
for weeks. 

Fartuer: I haven’t heard a thing of it. 

Moruer: Then that’s because you 
haven’t listened. Spring vacation 
starts Monday and the high school 
crowd always has this big dance on 
Monday night — the Easter Hop. 

Fatuer: Hop, indeed. If it’s a dance 
why don’t they call it a dance, 
and what are you worried about that 
for? 

Moruer: Because Sally hasn’t been 
invited. 

FaTHER: But I thought everyone was 
invited. I thought the whole school 
was invited. 

Moruer: Oh, I don’t mean that. No 
boy has aked her. She has no date 
for the dance. 

FatueEr: I thought we decided she was 
too young for dates. 

Moruer: John, that was last year. 
This is different. Now, most of the 
girls in her crowd don’t want to go 


2 








unless they have dates, and I’ve been 
trying so hard to finish this dress 
for her. 

FatueEr: But if she doesn’t want to go, 
why worry about finishing the dress? 

MortueErR: But she does want to go, 
John. It’ll break her heart if she 
doesn’t go. 

FatHer: Well, why look at me? Do 
you want me to take her? 

Morue_Er: Don’t be ridiculous! 

FatuHer: Very well, then, I was just 
trying to be helpful. What about 
Bob? 

Moruer: Yes, I’d thought of him as 
a last resort, but it’s an admission 
of failure, John, if your own brother 
has to take you to a dance. Qh, I 
don’t know what to do. 

Fatruer: Well, things will probably 
work themselves out. 

Moruer: They don’t always, John. 
Sometimes these things need a little 
help. Sally is shy. This is all new 
to her. She’s so sweet and pretty 
you’d think any boy would be glad 
to take her. But she doesn’t know 
how to play up to them yet. 

FatHer: Play up to them? You 
wouldn’t want her to do that, 
would you? 

Moruer: Oh, John, you know what I 
mean. And besides, you have no 
idea what I’ve been through. Every 
time the phone rings the poor child 
thinks it’s someone calling for her, 
and when it’s not, she’s so disap- 
pointed I’m afraid she’ll be getting 
a complex. They do, you know. 

Fatuer: Now, Alice, if anyone seems 
to be getting a complex, you do. 

Moruer: Well, no wonder. That isn’t 
all I’ve got to worry about. We 
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have a house guest coming for the 

weekend. 

FatHerR: House guest? Why haven’t 
you told me before? 

Moruer: Because I didn’t know be- 
fore. A telegram came this morning. 
It’s Mabel Randall’s son — he’s on 
his way home from college for spring 
vacation, and Mabel wanted him to 
stop and see us. 

FatHer: Indeed? Who’s Mabel? 

Moruer: You know, John, she used 
to be Mabel Krouse. We grew up 
together. 

FatHer (Laughing): Oh, yes, that 
funny-looking, freckle-faced kid. 

Mortuer: Well, she’s not freckle-faced 
any longer. She married Donald 
Randall, and he’s done very well. 
Their son, Don, is a junior at Amboy 
Tech, and he’s arriving here today 
to stay over tomorrow. 

FatHer: Well, there’s nothing can be 
done about it. Bob will have to en- 
tertain him. 

MoruerR: Dear, Bob’s still in high 
school and he’ll seem like a mere 
child to Don, and I suppose we’ll 
seem like old dodos. 

Farner: Old dodos! Alice, I don’t 
mean to be an old dodo for anyone. 
What time is he coming? 

MorueEr: I don’t know. The wire just 
said Saturday. 

FaTHeR: Well, stop worrying about 
him. He’ll get here when he arrives. 
Tomorrow we’ll take him to church 
with us, fill him up on Easter ham, 
and in the afternoon take him for a 
walk—in the rain, presumably, if the 
weather forecast is right. 

Morar: John, for goodness’ sakes, 

stop fussing about the weather. I 


don’t know why you should care 
anyhow — you never bother dressing 
up on Easter Sunday. 

FatHer: Well — uh — a man does like 
a nice sunny day — (Rising and 
crossing to her) and I might add, a 
sunny wife. (He touches her cheek 
trying to kid her a little.) Come on, 
Alice, how about a smile? Aren’t 
you even curious about your annual 
Easter present? 


MorHerR (Somewhat tartly): Why 
should I be curious? You always 
give me a white gardenia. And I 


must say I always feel silly all 
decked out in a corsage and a new 
Easter bonnet, and you stalking 
along beside me wearing that slouchy 
old hat of yours and looking like 
something out of a “whodunit.” 

Fatuer: Now, Alice, it’s the women 
who dress up for Easter. Nobody 
looks at the men. (MARIE runs in 
left.) 

Marte: Mom, I found the sequins. 
(She seats herself at table again.) 
Hello, Daddy. (Holding up egg) I’m 
making fancy Easter eggs. Look. 

FaTHer: Well, very fancy, I’d say. 
I hope you’re using duck eggs. 

MariE: Don’t be silly. Nobody uses 
duck eggs. 

FaTHer: No, I suppose not, but it 
would be a good idea this year with 
the weather that’s been predicted. 
(He sits down again.) 

Moruer: John, please — (The phone 
rings. MoTHER rises, putting SALLY’s 
dress on chair and crosses left to 
phone.) Oh, maybe this is for Sally, 
maybe someone’s asking her to the 
dance. (She picks up phone.) Hello? 
Oh, Mrs. Green . . . Oh, you’ve 








finished Jane’s dress? Well, I’ve 
practically finished Sally’s. Perhaps 
they can go to the dance together .. . 
Oh. I see. She’s going with Ted 
Harvey. Well, isn’t that nice? ... 
Well — well, have a nice Easter, 
Mrs. Green. All right. Goodbye. 
(She hangs up.) John, all that woman 
really called up for was to let me 
know that her Jane had a date for 
the dance. (Sauuy, about fifteen, 
enters left. She is sweet and pretty, 
but somewhat shy.) 

Satyr: Mom, did I hear the phone? 

Moruer: Uh — yes, dear. 

Sauiy: It wasn’t for me, though, was 
it? 

Moruer: No, Sally. It was Mrs. Green. 
She’d finished Jane’s dress and — 

Satty: And what, Mom? Did she 
say if Jane was going with anyone? 

Moruer: Well — uh — yes, as a 
matter of fact she did. Jane’s going 
with Ted Harvey. 

Satity: Oh, Mom, even Jane’s got a 
date. What’ll I do? 

Moruer: Now, Sally, there’s plenty 
of time. 

Satiy: Plenty of time? — when it’s 
Saturday afternoon and the Hop is 
on Monday? 

Moruer (Picking up dress from chair): 
Look at your dress, dear, how 
beautifully it turned out. 

Satty: Mom, what good is a dress 
when — 

Moruer (Going on): I do want you to 
try it on to see if theskirt hangs right. 
(Holding it in front of Satty) Oh, 
it is lovely. You'll look like an angel 
in it. 

Sanity (Almost crying): Who wants to 


look like an angel? I’d rather look 
like a glamour girl. 

Marie (Holding up her egg.  Sing- 
songy) : Glamour girl — glamour girl. 
I’ve got a glamour girl. Look, 
Sally. 

Satty: Oh, Marie, I don’t feel like 
playing with Easter eggs! (Bos, 
about sixteen years old, enters left.) 

Bos: Say, Mom — oh, hello, Dad. 
Say, Mom, isn’t there anything cool 
to drink in the house? Spike and I 
have been playing ping-pong down- 
stairs and we got dry. 

Moruer: Did you look in the refriger- 
ator, Bob? 

Bos: Yes, but I couldn’t see anything. 

Moruer: Well, look again. There are 
some Cokes behind the milk bottles. 

Bos: O.K., Mom. (He starts to turn, 
then stares at Saury.) Say, kid, 
what’s the matter with you? 

Sauiy: Nothing. 

Moruer: Uh, Bob — what are you 
doing about the Hop Monday night? 

Bos: What am I doing? 

Moruer: I mean, are you going? 

Bos: Sure — going stag. 

Moruer: But isn’t that rather selfish, 
dear? Your father and I — well, we 
think it would be nice if you took 
Sally. 

Bos: Oh, for gosh sakes. 

Fatuer: Now, son — 

Bos: Dad, you don’t understand. 
Spike and I — well, we’re playing 
the field. 

Fatuer: I see, but — 

Sautty: Well, you can all just stop 
arguing about it. I wouldn’t go with 
Bob anyhow. 

Moruer: But Sally — 

Sauty (Starting left): If a girl hasn't 
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anyone but her brother to go with, 
she might as well stay home! (She 
rushes off crying.) 

Bos: See, she doesn’t want to go with 
me anyhow. 

MorueEr: Bob, I should think you’d 
have a little sympathy for your 
sister. 

Bos: Sympathy? Gee, Mom, I got 
sympathy all right — 

Moruer: Then I should think you 
could do something. 

Bos: But what can I do? Can I help it 
if all the fellows just think of Sally as 
a kid? Why, it was just last year she 
was still running around in pigtails. 
And then she’s so quiet. She never 
does anything to make the fellows 
notice her. 

Moruer: Bob, whom did you say you 
had downstairs with you? 


Bos: Who? Spike, Mom. Spike 
Benson. 

Moruer: Spike Benson. He’s a very 
nice boy. 


Bos: Sure, good old Spike — a swell 
fellow. 

Moruer: Bob, you’ve got to see what 
you can do. You’ve got to get Spike 
to ask Sally to go to the dance with 
him. 

Bos: Huh? Gosh, Mom, I couldn’t do 
a thing like that. 

Moruer: You could if you wanted to. 

Bos (Imploringly): Dad — 

Faruer: Yes, son, I think you’d better 
try, or I’m not going to be able to 
live with your mother. 

Bos: But Dad, I can’t push my own 
sister at a fellow. 

Mortuesr: You’ve got to try, Bob. 

Bos: And besides it won’t work. The 
more you push a girl at a guy, the 


faster he runs. Believe me, I know. 

Fatuer: You’d better see what you 
can do, Bob. 

Bos: Oh, for gosh sakes. It’s futile, I 
tell you. Just futile. (He goes off 
left.) 

Moruer (Walking up and down with 
dress): Oh, dear, I suppose it is 
futile but I didn’t know what else to 
do. Oh, John. 

FaTtHER (Rising): Alice, will you please 
stop stewing? 

Moruer: How can I? Well, I’ve got to 
go upstairs and get her to try on this 
dress. (She starts left.) 

FatuHer (Starting left): I’m coming, too. 
I need a rest. 

Moruer: But John, the young man 
may arrive — he may be here any 
minute. 

Fatuer: Yes, and he may not be here 
until midnight. I, for one, don’t 
propose to worry about him. Be- 
sides, if I’m going to have company 
to entertain I need a nap. (They 
both go off left. Marte hyms a little 
tune as she pastes sequins onto the hatr 
of her Easter egg. Then holding egg 
up with one hand and holding the se- 
quins on with the other, she says sing- 
songy.) 

Marie: Glamour girl — glamour girl. 
I’ve got a glamour girl. (There ts a 
buzzer off right, not too loud. MARIE 
frowns and looks worried for a mo- 
ment.) Dear me, if I let go now, 
they’ll all fall off. (She looks right 
and calls) Come in. Come on in! 
(After a moment, Don RANDALL, @ 
young man about twenty, appears in 
doorway right. He wears no hat, 
carries a small bag in one hand and 
a cardboard flower box in the other.) 














































Don: Excuse me, I thought I heard 
someone say come in. 

Martie: Yes, you did. I’m making 
Easter eggs and I couldn’t let go for 
a minute until the paste gets dry. 

Don: Oh. Well — uh — this is where 
the Carters live, isn’t it? 

Marie: Yes, I’m Marie, and I’ll bet I 
know who you are. You’re Don 
Randall, from college. 

Don: Right you are. Your mother’s 
expecting me, I think. Are your 
mother and father at home? 

Marie: Yes, my mother’s upstairs 
working on my sister’s dress and my 
dad’s taking a nap. This is dry now. 
(She puts her egg down and starts to 
rise.) I’ll go get them. 

Don: No, no, wait a minute, I don’t 
want to disturb anyone. Why don’t 
I just make myself at home? 

Marie (Settling down again): Well, all 
right. 

Don: Sure, I’ll just shove my stuff in 
the corner here. (He goes upstage 
right and puts bag and box behind 
large chair.) Fact is, I wouldn’t 
mind a nap myself. (He turns wing 
chair a little more upstage so that he 
will be out of sight from downstage 
when he sits in it. The belt of SALLY’s 
dress can be seen hanging over the 
back of the chair.) Will it disturb you 
if I kind of settle down here? 

Marte: Oh, not at all. I’m making 
Easter eggs. Look. 

Don (Going to her and looking): Say, 
I’ve never seen any like that. They 
look like dolls. 

Marie: Sure. (Ho ing up egg) This 
one is a glamour girl. 

Don (Laughing a little): So I see. 








Marir: My sister wishes she was a 
glamour girl. 

Don: Oh, and she isn’t? 

Marte: No. No one’s asked her to the 
dance — the Easter Hop, and my 
mother’s just sick about it. She 
wants my brother to get a date for 
her but my brother says it’s fu-tile. 

Don: Oh — uh — well, I can see it 
would create somewhat of a prob- 
lem. How old are your brother and 
sister? 

Marte: Sally’s fifteen and Bob’s six- 
teen. They both think they’re ter- 
ribly grown up but of course they’re 
not — not really grown up, like you, 
I mean. 

Don (Laughing a little): Thank you 
very much. 

Marie (Picking up a fresh egg and a 
paint brush): Well, I guess I’d better 
start on another egg. Oh dear, my 
paint water is so full of paint I guess 
I’ll have to get some fresh. (She 
rises with her glass.) 

Don: O.K. (Going toward chair) And I 
think I’l] just kind of sprawl out 
here and take my nap. (MARIE goes 
out left. Down sits in wing chair up- 
stage. He is out of sight from down- 
stage left. After a moment, Bos enters 
left followed by Sprke Benson, who 
is about Bos’s age.) 

Spike: Well, three games out of five. I 
guess that makes me champ. 

Bos: Yeah, for the time being. But 
say, Spike, what is your honest 
opinion of my sister, Sally? 

Spike: Gee, what do you keep harping 

on her for? And why so formal all of 

a sudden? ‘My sister, Sally.” We 

always just called her “the kid” be- 

fore. She’s a good kid, all right. 
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Bos: Well, Spike, she’s not exactly a 
kid any more. She’s — well, she’s 
growing up. 

SprkE: She is? Yeah, I suppose it hap- 
pens to everyone eventually. Well, 
guess I’d better be running along. 

Bos: Aw, no, stick around, Spike. 
What’s your hurry? There was 
something I wanted to — well, about 
this dance Monday night — the 
Easter Hop. 

Spike: Yeah? What about it? 

Bos: Well, we both said we were going 
stag. But I thought maybe you’d 
kind of — well, changed your mind. 

Spike: What would I do that for? 

Bos: I don’t know. I just thought — 
well, maybe you’d like to take some 
girl. 

SprkE: Who? Me? And disappoint all 
the rest of them? I should say not. 
(SALLY enters left wearing the new 
dress except for the belt. She looks 
lovely. She stops when she sees SPIKE 
and Bos.) 

Satty: Oh. I didn’t know you two 
were in here. 

Bos: Why, Sis, hello. . . . Here’s Sally, 
Spike. See, here’s Sally. 

Spike: Yeah. . . Hi ya, kid. 

Bos (Staring at her): Gee, Sis, you 
look different somehow. What’s 
that you got on? 

Satty: What does it look like? The 
new dress Mother made. And she 
left the belt down here somewhere. 
(Looking about and seeing belt on 
wing chair upstage) Oh, there it is. 
(She starts toward chair.) 

Spike (Starting right): Well, I guess I’d 
really better be going — 

Bos (Desperately): No — wait a min- 
ute, Spike. (Sauiy takes hold of belt 





and tugs at it. She is surprised when 

it doesn’t move. Then looking over 

back of chair, she lets go of belt and 
backs away.) 

SaLLty: Oh — ohhh, there’s someone 
here! (She backs away farther toward 
left, a little upstage. Down rises slowly 
from chair, looking at Satiy and 
smiling.) 

Don (To Satiy): My goodness, how 
you have grown up! 

Satiy: What do you mean? 

Don: Why, a moment ago you were a 
little girl — sitting there painting 
Easter eggs. 

SALLY: Oh, no, that was my sister. 

Don: Ah, that explains it. I was about 
to — that is, I was taking a nap. 

Bos: But gee, who are you? What are 
you doing here? 

Don: Why, I live here — temporarily, 
that is—over the weekend. I’m your 
mother’s house guest. I’m sure 
she’s expecting me. My name is 
Don Randall. (Satuy backs farther 
upstage left.) 

Bos: Oh, sure. I remember. Mom said 
some fellow from Amboy Tech was 
coming. 

SprkeE: Amboy Tech? Don Randall? 
Is that what you said your name was? 

Don: Why, yes. 

SprkE: Then you’re Don Randall, the 
All-American halfback! 

Don: That’s right. 

Bos: For gosh sakes, isn’t that just 
like Mom? Why didn’t she say you 
were the big football star? 

Don: Perhaps your mother doesn’t 
read the sport pages. 

Bos: Well, gee, we’re sure glad to see 

you. I’m Bob, and this is my friend, 

Spike Benson. 








Spike: I’m certainly glad to know you. 
(Don steps downstage and shakes 
hands with both boys.) 

Don: Glad to know both of you. But 
the young lady. I don’t know her 
name yet. 

Bos: Young lady? Oh, that’s my kid 
sis — I mean, that’s Sally. 

Don: Sally? Well! (Going toward her) 
A beautiful name for a beautiful 
lady. (He takes her hand.) 

Spike: Lady? Huh? 

Don: You know, Sally, you remind me 
of someone. 

Sau.y: Do I? 

Don: Yes. Who is it? (Half closing his 
eyes) I know — that new movie star 
that everyone’s talking about. The 
one with the come-hither eyes. 

SaLtty: You — you mean Sheila Law- 
rence? 

Don: That’s it. 

Bos (Somewhat awed): You — you 
know, Spike, she does look a little 
bit like her. 

Sprke: Yeah, I — I guess she does. 

Sauty (Pulling her hand away from 
Don embarrassed): Well, I— I’ve 
got to get my belt. 

Don: Oh, that’s what you were after. 
(He steps quickly over and takes belt 
from back of chair.) I’m sorry I was 
leaning on it. Here, allow me. (He 
puts the belt around her waist and 
steps back.) That’s a beautiful dress. 

Satty: Thank you. Mother made it 
especially for the Easter Hop on 
Monday. 

Don: Monday? That’s just my luck. 
I’m only staying for Sunday, but I 
did bring something you can re- 
member me by. (He goes upstage 


and brings back cardboard box, open- 








ing it as he goes toward her, taking out 

an orchid corsage.) For you, Sally. 

Satty (Thrilled): An orchid! (He 
hands it to her and she holds tt up to 
her dress.) 

Don: Yes. I knew it would be perfect 
on a blue dress. (He places box on 
table at left.) 

Bos: But how did you know Sally was 
going to have a blue dress? 

Don: Why — uh, perhaps I’m getting 
psychic. I just had a feeling that I 
was going to meet a beautiful girl in 
a blue dress. And at Amboy we 
have a theory that it’s always well 
to be prepared. 

Sauiy: An orchid! It — it’s wonder- 
ful. Oh, if you'll excuse me, I’ve 
just got to show my mother! (She 
runs out left excitedly.) 

Don (Coming back to boys): Delightful 
girl, your sister. 

Bos: Yeah, yeah. That’s what I’ve 
been telling Spike. 

Spike: You don’t need to tell me. I 
— I guess I know a pretty girl when 
I see one. 

Don: Yes, I’m sure you must. You 
look to me like a young man of 
discernment. 

Spike (Pleased): Huh? Well, gosh. 
(Marie runs in left with glass of 
water and a dish with more eggs in it.) 

Martz: Say, what happened to Sally? 
She walked right past me holding a 
big flower in front of her and she 
didn’t even see me. 

Bos: Mr. Randall gave it to her. 

Marte (Going to table): Oh, Mr. Ran- 
dall, I forgot all about you. I had 
to boil some more eggs. 

Don: That’s quite all right, Marie. 

Marie (Setiling down again and mo- 
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tioning at SPrKE and Bos): Well, you 
couldn’t have had much of a nap 
with them in here. 

Don: Not much, perhaps, but enough. 
(MoTHER rushes in left toward Don, 
followed by Sauuy, who is still walk- 
ing on air and still carrying her 
orchid.) 

Morner: Don — Don Randall — my 
dear boy. I didn’t know you were 
here until Sally told me. Welcome. 

Don: Thank you, Mrs. Carter. 

Moruer: My, I feel as though I knew 
you already. You do look like your 
mother. And to think of your bring- 
ing flowers for the child — 

Don: Child? 

Moruer: I mean Sally. I keep for- 
getting that she’s growing up. She’s 
simply thrilled. Now you’re just to 
make yourself at home — 

Don: I’ve been doing that, Mrs. 
Carter. 

Motuer: Well, I am sorry to have 
been so long welcoming you. I do 
hope Sally and the boys have been 
entertaining you all right. 

Don: Mrs. Carter, I’ve been having a 
wonderful time. (FATHER enters 
left, looking somewhat grumpy.) 

FarHEeR: Alice, I just dozed off when 
you called me. 

Moruer: John, Don Randall is here. 

Fatuer: Randall? Oh, yes, yes, of 
course. (T'rying to be more pleasant 
and going to Don and shaking hands.) 
How do you do, my boy? Glad to 
know you. 

Don: Thank you, Mr. Carter, it’s nice 
to be here. 

Faruer: Well, sit down, won’t you? 
Sit down. 


Don: Thanks. (He sits down down- 


siage right. Sauiy sits downstage 
left, still admiring her orchid. Spike 
and Bos have moved upstage center 
and sit down.) 

FaTHEr: Yes, yes, glad to know you — 

Moruer: John, you said that. 

FatTHer: Why — uh — of course I did, 
and I mean it. It’s nice to have a 
guest for Easter. How long can you 
stay, my boy? 

Don: Why, I’d planned just over to- 
morrow — they’re expecting me 
home on Monday. But now that 
I’ve met your daughter — (He nods 
smilingly toward Satuy) and heard 
about the Easter Hop, well, I wish 
there was some way I could manage 
to stay over. 

Moruer: Why, that would be wonder- 
ful. Don gave Sally an orchid to 
wear on her dress, John. 

FaTHER: Hmmm. So I see. An orchid, 
huh? 

SpPrKE (Rising suddenly and stepping 
downstage a little): Say, excuse me, I 
just thought of something. Sally, all 
this talking about the Easter Hop, 
it reminded me — well, I’ve been 
meaning to ask you — 

Say (Rising): Ask me? 

Sprxe: Yeah, ask you to go with me. 
Will you be my date for the Easter 
Hop? 

Satiy: Will I? Oh, Spike, of course I 
will. 

Moruer: Well, isn’t that nice. 

Satty: And Mr. Randall —I mean, 
Don — do you mind if I wear your 
orchid? 

Don: Of course not, Sally. 
honored. 

Sauiy: Well, then I want to be sure it 
will keep. I’d better put it in the 


I’d be 
































refrigerator right away. 


left.) 


SprkE (Gazing admiringly at Say): 


(They go off 
left. Bos has stepped downstage and 


I’ll go with you Sally. 


is looking worried.) 


Bos (Suddenly): Say, where does this 
leave me? (He starts left and as he 
exits calls) Sally, do you know if 
Gertie Simpson has got a date for 


the dance? (He goes off left.) 
Moruer (Laughing): Well, it seems 


to be contagious. Even Bob is going 


to ask a girl. 

FaTuer: Amazing — amazing. 

Moruer: Oh, John, you don’t know 
how relieved I am that Spike asked 
Sally. Now that she has a date for 
the Hop, I can relax and enjoy 
Easter. 

Fatuer: And so can I, Alice —if 
you’re going to be in a sunny mood, 
though of course it’s still going to 
rain. 

Moruer: Oh, John, who cares about 
the weather? If the children are 
happy — (Remembering their guest 
and turning to him) Oh, Don, you’ll 
have to excuse us. Here we’ve been 
discussing family affairs and for- 
getting we had a guest. 

Don: Oh, that’s all right. Mrs. Carter. 
I’m interested in this particular 
family affair. 

Moruer: You are? You mean about 
Sally? But how did you know? 

Don (Laughing and motioning toward 
MaRIE who is busy with her painting) : 
Well, our artistic friend let me in on 
some of it. 

Moruer: Goodness, that little one. 
She’s such a talker. 


(She picks 
up flower box from table and starts 


Don: I enjoyed it, and then I must 
admit that when the boys came in | 
played possum behind the big chair, 
I overheard Bob trying to inspire 
Spike to ask Sally to the dance. 

Fatuer: Oh, then Bob did try. 

Don: Yes, but that wasn’t enough 
to bring Spike around. I think | 
helped a little by showing apprecia- 
tion of your daughter’s charms. 

Moruer: Well, my goodness. 

Don: Yes, I hope you don’t mind my 
butting in. 

Fatuer: I should say not, my boy. 
We’ve been trying to butt in all day. 

Don: You see, I know how these things 
work. It’s not so long ago that | 
was in high school. I made Spike 
realize what a really pretty girl 
Sally is, just by putting in my two 
cents’ worth. 

Fatuer: Two cents’ worth? It seems 
to me that orchid was a little more 
expensive than that. In fact, I’m 
not quite sure it’s appropriate for a 
fifteen-year-old girl. 

Don: Well, Mr. Carter, the fact is the 
orchid wasn’t really meant for Sally. 

Moruer: What? (The door buzzer 
sounds off right.) Oh dear, there’s 
someone at the door. Will you go, 
Marie? 

Marie (Rising): O.K., Mom. 
runs out right.) 

Don: Yes, Mrs. Carter, I’m afraid | 
must apologize for not having any 
flowers for my hostess. You see the 
orchid was really meant for you. It 
was to be your Easter corsage. 

Moruer: Well, you dear boy. That 
was so thoughtful of you. But now 
don’t you worry about it a minute. 
I’ll have an Easter corsage. John 
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always gives me one white gardenia. 

FaruEer: Now, Alice — (MARIE runs in 
right carrying a white cardboard boz.) 

Marte: It was flowers, Mom. For you. 

Moruer: There, you see — (Taking 
bor) Here it is—one white gar- 
denia. (She opens box and takes out 
an orchid.) Why, no, no, it isn’t. 
It’s an orchid. John, they must have 
made a mistake. 

Fatuer: It’s no mistake. I ordered 
an orchid and they sent one. You 
talk as though I didn’t have any 
originality. 

MoruEr (Holding it up): My, I’m just 
as thrilled as Sally was with hers. 

Don: It’s beautiful, Mrs. Carter. 

MorueEr (Looking into box again): And 
why, what’s this? (She takes out a 
single white carnation.) A white car- 
nation! 

FaTHer: That, my dear, is for me to 
wear in my buttonhole. You say I 
never get dressed up for Easter. 
And you wonder why I don’t want 
it to rain. Well, let me show you 
something else. (He goes off right.) 

Marie: Mon, it’s almost time for my 
program. The Kiddies’ Kut-up. 
May I turn the radio on? 

Moruer: Yes, dear, but don’t turn it 
on too loud. (Marre runs to radio 
and turns it on. Some music comes 
on after a minute. Moruer turns 
to Don and nods toward door right.) 
Now what is he up to? (FATHER 
re-enters with a round box from which 
he ts taking a light gray hat.) 

FaTuEr: Here, my dear. I left this in 
the hall because I wanted to sur- 
prise you. (He puts box down and 
sels hat rakishly on his head.) 

Moruer: John, a new hat for Easter. 
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Why, John, you look wonderful — 
just wonderful! 

Don: It’s very smart indeed, Mr. 
Carter. 

Fatuer: I thought so. I thought it 
suited me very well, but now what’s 
going to happen? Rain. It'll get 
spotted, wrinkled, out of shape. By 
the time we get to church it’ll look 
exactly like my old one. 

Moruer: Oh, John, no wonder you’ve 
been so upset. (The radio blares « 
little) 

FaTHER (Noltcing radio): Must we 
have the radio on? 

Moruer: Marie’s waiting for a pro- 
gram. 

Vorce FroM Rapio: The Kiddies’ 
Kut-up program will not be heard 
today. Instead we have some Easter 
music for you. But first the weather 
announcement. 

FaTtuHER: Oh, no! Not that. 

Voice FroM Rapio: The weatherman 
has been promising us rain, rain, 
rain. But listen to this, folks. He’s 
changed his mind. 

Moruer: John! 

Voice From Rapio: Now he promises 
us sunshine and lots of it for the 
Easter parade. Yes, sir, folks, it’s 
going to be fair weather for Easter! 
(Low music continues from radio.) 

Fatuer (Joyously): Fair weather for 
Easter! (He takes Moruer’s erm 
and does a few dance steps as he 
marches her around a little.) Alice, 
we'll wear our Easter bonnets — 
we'll be the smartest couple in the 
Easter parade. 

Don (Taking Martn’s arm): And we'll 
be the next smartest. How about it, 
Marie? Will you walk with me? 








Marie: Oh, I’d love to, but I thought 
maybe you’d want to walk with 
Sally. 

Don: Oh, she’ll probably be with Spike. 

Marie: Yes, I suppose she will. My, 
it’s too bad I’m not a glamour girl — 
not yet, that is. 

Don: Be patient, Marie, be patient. 

Marie (Running to table): 1 know — 

I’m going to give you my fanciest 

egg for an Easter present. (Handing 










him glamour girl egg) She’s a glamour 
girl. 


Don: Why, thank you, Marie. I’ 


take her home with me. (Then hold- 
ing egg up and laughing as the others 
look on.) A hard-boiled glamour girl 
for Easter. I’m sure my mother will 
be pleased. (They all laugh as the 
curtain falls.) 


THE END 






































Lighting: No special effects. 


PRODUCTION NOTES 


Tue Easter Hop 


Characters: 4 male; 3 female; male radio voice, 
Playing Time: 30 minutes. 
Costumes: Modern dress. Sally wears a skirt 


and sweater when she first enters and blue 
evening gown later. Bob and Spike wear 
slacks and jacket, and Don wears regular 
tweed suit. 


Properties: Needle, thread, blue evening dress, 


eggs, paints, beads, feathers, paint brush, 
crepe paper, glass of water, newspaper, belt 
for blue dress, two real or artificial orchids 
and one white carnation, one Easter egg 
very fancily decorated, two cardboard 
flower boxes, small grip, new man’s hat. 


Setting: The Carter living room. There are 


entrances downstage right and left, the 
right one leading to the hall and front door 
and the left to other parts of the house. 
Downstage right and left there are easy 
chairs, and yg right a large wing chair 
facing left. A card table is set upstage left 
with a chair in back of it. Near the rear 
wall at left is a radio, and near left entrance 
a small table with a telephone on it. Other 
small chairs, tables, and lamps complete 
the furnishings. 
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A Hooky Holiday 





by Helen Louise Miller 


Characters 
Mrs. MurRAY, a civic-minded mother 
Mr. Murray, a conscientious father 
Crit, their daughter 
Jay Porrer, Celia’s boy friend 
Binky Murray, a sports-loving teen- 
ager 
TurRTLE, his pal 
Mrs. Henry, T'urtle’s mother 
Katt, the Murray’s maid 
Lena, Katie’s friend 
Paper Boy 
ScENnE 1 
Time: A spring morning. 
SertinG: The Murray breakfast nook. 
Art Rise: Mr. Murray is completely 
concealed from view behind the morning 
paper. Mrs. Murray ts also reading 
a folded section of the paper, as she 
drinks her coffee. Two other places 
are laid at the table. 
Mrs. Murray: Umm! I see Mayfields 
are advertising fifty percent off on 
fur coats! Imagine, Horace, you can 
get a real mink for only eight hun- 
dred dollars. (Sighs) Oh well, I 
guess my old black poodle cloth will 
have to last another year. And, any- 
how, I’ll have to get a really good 
spring coat this year. I sent my old 
gray one to Foreign Relief last fall; 
and it certainly was a relief to me to 
get rid of it! Do you know I’ve 
worn that gray coat every spring 
since Binky was in fifth grade. Hon- 
estly, Horace, I might as well talk 
to a fence post as try to talk to you 








when you barricade yourself behind 
the Gazette! 

Mr. Murray: Hmm? What did you 
say, dear? 

Mrs. Murray: Oh, nothing. What 
does it say about the weather? You 
have that section. 

Mr. Murray: Fair and milder! Splen- 
did weather for golf! I wish I could 
get out more. 

Mrs. Murray: I just hope we don’t 
have a sudden cold snap. I’m 
worried about those new bulbs we 
put in. 

Mr. Murray: They’ll be all right. 
Where are the children? 

Mrs. Murray: Celia should be down 
any minute, and heaven only knows 
what Binky’s doing. He was tramp- 
ing around in the attic awhile ago. 
Oh, here he is now! Oh my goodness! 
Look what he has on his head! 
(BinKy enters wearing a beat-up 
beany trimmed with a long pheasant 
feather.) 

Brnxy: Morning, Mom. Hi, Pop! 

Mrs. Murray: Benjamin Murray, 
where did you get that feather? 

Binxy: Off of some old lid up in the 
attic! Neat, huh? Turtle Henry’s 
got one at least three inches longer 
than this one. 

Mrs. Murray: Binky, you take that 
feather right back where you got it. 
That belongs on Celia’s red felt! 
She put it away for the season. She’ll 
be furious! (Enter Cuuia. She is 








dripping with a spring cold. She 

carries a box of Kleenex and talks 

with a nasal obstruction, substituting 

D for N and B for M. 

Cua: Never mind, Mom! 
have it. I don’t care! 

Mrs. Murray: Good heavens, child! 
Where did you get that dreadful 
cold? You go right straight back to 
bed. 

Creuia: I can’t! We have some new 
layouts to do this morning, and I’m 
supposed to write the copy. (Sneeze) 

Mr. Murray: You won’t be welcome 
im any office with a cold like that. 
You’ll be spreading germs right and 
left. You might just as well stay 
home. 

Binxry (As he sits down at table): Yeah, 
that’s right. (Coughing) You know I 
got a terrible cough myself. Been 
coughing all night almost! 
(Coughs again) Think maybe I 
should stay home, Mom? 

Mrs. Murray: I think you should get 
to school where you belong. Now 
eat your breakfast! 

Binxy: But gee whiz, Mom! You 
wouldn’t want me to give this cough 
to anyone else, would you? Be- 
sides, I got an algebra test. 

Mr. Murray: How about some more 
coffee, Mim? 

Mrs. Murray: Katie’s bringing some. 
She just made a fresh pot. (Enter 
KatTip with coffee pot.) 

Katie: Here you are, Mr. Murray. 
(Pouring) Ain’t it a beautiful morn- 
ing? 

Binxy (Singing loud and off key): “Oh, 

what a bee-you-ti-ful morning! Oh 

what a bee-you-ti-ful day!” Hi, 

Katie! How’s tricks? (Reaches out 


Let him 








and gives Katin’s apron string a 
sudden yank, thereby untyting it.) 

Katrin (Swatting in his general direc- 
tion): Now you, Binky! Stop that! 
None of your foolishness! I want 
everybody out of this house pronto 
this morning. It’s a perfect day to 
start spring house cleaning. 

Mr. Murray: I’m glad I have a busy 
day at the office, Katie, and I may 
be working far into the night! 

Katie (Laughing): Never you mind, 
Mr. Murray. I’m only doing the 
upstairs. It will be safe to come 
home for dinner. 

Mrs. Murray: It’s a shame you have 
to be tied up in the office on a day 
like this, dear. Couldn’t you just 
sort of slip out and take the day off? 
You deserve it. 

Mr. Murray: Not a chance. My desk 
is piled high, and there are the 
monthly reports. First things frst, I 
always say! 

Mrs. Murray: I know, but this lovely 
April weather! 

Mr. Murray: Well, you can enjoy 
yourself, dear. You’ve got nothing 
else to do. 

Mrs. Murray: That’s what you think. 
I’m due down at Red Cross Head- 
quarters at ten, then I have a 
luncheon engagement with the Hos- 
pital Building Committee that 1 
simply can’t get out of! And this 
afternoon, there’s a session with the 
planning committee for the Garden 
Club’s Open House! 

Cris: I don’t see how you stand it! 

Mr. Murray: Your mother seems to 
enjoy all of this organization work. 

Mrs. Murray: Yes, I do. But on 4 

gorgeous day like this, I’d just like 
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to play hooky and take to the open 





7 road! 

iat: BINKY: Yeah, you and me both! 

that! Especially when there’s that algebra 

wont test! 

cate Mr. Murray (Sternly): Your mother 

ay t was only speaking figuratively, 
Binky. Playing hooky was only a 

busy || figure of speech, understand? 

en |BINKy: Oh, sure, I understand, but it’s 


| still a good idea. 
d, Mr. Murray: Just don’t let me hear 
min 
of you getting any such ideas, my 





pr boy! (Phone rings.) 
Brnky: I’ll get it. 
— Cet1a (Calling after him): If it’s Jay 
a day Potter, I’m not home! 
1 just Mrs. Murray: Why, Celia, what’s 
y off? | Wrong between you and Jay? 
Ceuta: Nothing! I just don’t want to 
talk to him! 
— Binxy: Are you on the level? 
eat. I Ceuta: I really mean it! 
’” BBrvxy: O.K. If that’s the way you 
lovely want it. (On phone, offstage) Hello. 
Oh, Hi y’a, Jay. Celia? Why —er 
enjoy —I think she just left. Yeah, I’m 
othing almost sure of it. Huh? What do 
you mean did she tell me to say 
think. that? O.K., so you don’t believe 
Head-§ me! O.K., I'll tell her. 
ousie Seta: What did he say? 
Hos FoNEY (Re-entering): He says he’s 
that I coming over to see for himself. 
1d. this fC" (Jumping up from table): He 
th the won’t find me at home when he gets 
“tenes here. I’m going to work. 
rs. Murray: You’re doing nothing 
dit! of the kind. You're going to go 
aeiithe right upstairs to bed and stay there 
ogee till that cold gets better. Katie, will 
it on ag YOU please phone the Advertising 
ast like Agency and say that Miss Murray 
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won’t be in today? 

Katie: Yes, ma’am. I’ll use the up- 
stairs phone. Come along, Miss 
Celia, I’ll tuck you in and bring you 
some nice fruit juice. 

Ceuta (Almost in tears): Oh dear, 
everybody’s so nice to me, and I am 
so miserable! (Hzit Katie and 
CELIA.) 

Binxy: Do you know what I think is 
wrong with that gal, Mom? 

Mrs. Murray: Anybody can see she 
has a spring cold, Binky. 

Binxy: Well, maybe she’s got a sniffle 
or two, but mostly it’s love! Sicken- 
ing, ain’t it? (Sound of automobile 
horn) 

Mr. Murray: Great heavens! There’s 
Bob Andrews blowing for me. I 
didn’t realize it was so late. (Jump- 
ing up from table) Where’s my brief 
case? 

Binxzy: I'll get it, Pop! 

Mrs. Murray: Goodbye, dear. Have 
a good day! (Hxit Mr. Murray and 
BINnkY.) 

Mrs. Murray: Oh, dear! I wonder if 
every family has all this confusion 
every morning. (Enter TuRTLE 
Henry. . . a counterpart of BinxyY.) 

TuRTLE: Good morning, Mrs. Murray. 

Mrs. Murray (With a start): Good 
gracious, Turtle! You scared the 
life out of me! Where did you come 
from? 

TurtTLE: I came in the back door for a 
change. Is Binky ready? 

Mrs. Murray: He’s just seeing his 
father off to work. How’s your 
mother? 

TuRTLE: Oh, she’s fine. She’s going to 
the Flower Show over in Glendale 
today. 








Mrs. Murray: The flower show? Why, 
I didn’t know that was today. I 
thought it was next week. 

TurtTLE: Nope, it’s today. She told 
me to ask you if you’d like to go. 

Mrs. Murray: Oh, I’d love to. But 
. . .[ simply can’t. I have a dozen 
things to do. Are you sure its to- 
day, Turtle? 

TurtTLe: Yep, I’m sure. Mom was 
getting ready when I left. She said 
to tell you that you could have 
lunch in that new tearoom in Cres- 
cent City. 

Mrs. Murray: Oh, I’ve been crazy to 
try that tearoom. But I can’t. I 
simply can’t. 

Binxy (Re-entering): Hi y’a, Turtle. 
All set for the salt mines? 

TurRtT Le: All set! Say, wouldn’t this be 
a swell day to go fishing? 

Binxy: Let’s. 

Mrs. Murray: Now look here, you 
two! Don’t go getting any such 
crazy notions into your heads. And 
get moving. First thing you know, 
you'll be late. 

Brnxy: We’re rollin’, Mom. 

TurRTLE: We’re practically there. So 
long, Mrs. Murray. We'll let you 
know how the fish are biting! 

Binxy: Especially in algebra class. 

TurTLE: Mom says she’ll stop for you 
long about nine, Mrs. Murray. (Ezit 
boys.) 

Mrs. Murray: I can’t possibly go, 
Turtle. But oh my! It would be a 
perfect day for a flower show. Oh, 
well, I’ll just have another cup of 
coffee and forget about it. (Sits 
down and pours cup of coffee) 

Katie (Re-entering): I got the young 
lady safely tucked into bed, and I 
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phoned her office. Her boss said she 
shouldn’t think of coming in till she 
feels better. 

Mrs. Murray: Sit down and have a 
cup of coffee with me, Katie, before | 
we tackle the day’s business. 

Katre: What does our horoscope say 
for today, Mrs. Murray? 

Mrs. Murray: I forgot to look. Now 
let me see ... we're both bom 
under the sign of Libra. Libra... 
oh, here it is. ‘A good day for ad- 
venture. Enjoy the unexpected. 
Don’t be afraid to break old plans ¢ 
and patterns. Stolen moments are 
the sweetest.” 

Katie: Don’t make much sense to me, 
ma’am. 

Mrs. Murray: It does to me, Katie. 
It’s a sign, that’s what it is. It’s a 
sign I should chuck all my plans for 
today right out the window and go 
to that flower show. 

Katie: Well, why don’t you, Mrs. 
Murray? You deserve a holiday 
from all those committees. 

Mrs. Murray: Maybe I don’t de- 
serve it, but I’m going to take it! 
Think of it, Katie! A whole day all 


to myself! No telephone calls, no 
committee reports, no luncheon 
speeches! It will be like heaven. 


What time is it? 

Katte: Almost nine. Land sakes! The 
morning’s half gone, and I haven't 
even started the breakfast dishes! 

Mrs. Murray: I’ll run upstairs and 
look in on Celia before I go. What 
do you think of her, Katie? 

Karte: A day’s rest will fix her up. I'l 
keep an eye on her. 

Mrs. Murray: Thanks, Katie. And 
will you phone Red Cross, the Hos- 
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pital and the Garden Club for me? 
The numbers are on the pad. Just 
tell them something came up — but 
you don’t need to mention it was the 
flower show. (/zit) 

Katie (Rising): Well, I might as well 
clear the table. (Carries out tray of 
dishes. Doorbell rings.) 

Katie (Re-entering): Land sakes! I'll 
bet that’s Mrs. Henry. She’s a 
great one to be right on time. 
(Crosses stage to answer door and re- 
appears with Mrs. Henry.) 
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Murray’|l be right down. 

Mrs. Henry: Oh, it’s such a gorgeous 
day, Katie. I’ve really got spring 
fever for sure. Has it struck you yet? 

Katie: Not exactly, ma’am, although 
this kind of day sure gives you a 
funny feeling. 

Mrs. Henry: I declare, I can’t get 
any work done at all. I just want to 
be outdoors all the time. And it’s 
the same way with the children. I 
can hardly drag them inside for 
meals. I’m so glad Miriam can go 
with me today. We'll really have a 
lark. 

Katie: She says she’s too busy, but I 
think it will do her good to play 
hooky from all those meetings she 
goes to. 

Mrs. Henry: So do I. Well, my good- 
ness! Here she is! And doesn’t she 
look smart? That hat’s a love, Mim. 
When did you get it? 

Mrs. Murray: Last week, Hazel. I’m 
so glad you like it. Well, it looks as 
if we’re all set. If anyone calls, 
Katie, just take the message and say 
you don’t know when I’ll be back. 
Goodbye. 
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Katie: Goodbye, ladies. Have a good 
time. 

Mrs. Murray (As they exit): You 
just don’t know what a treat this is, 
Hazel, to run away from everything 
and everybody. 

Katie: Looks as if I’ll have the whole 
house to myself today, if Miss Celia 
just stays in bed. (Departs with 
second tray of dishes as CELIA enters. 
She looks betier, but she still carries a 
Kleenex box under one arm. In the 
other hand she holds a book from 
which she is reading in a plaintive 
voice.) 


“There’s something about an April 
day 

So shining, soft and bright, 

That makes you see the world re- 
newed, 

And gives you Springtime-Sight.” 


Katie (Entering and interrupting): 
Sakes alive, Miss Celia! You gave 
me a start! And what are you doing 
out of bed? 

Cextia: I’m really not sick enough to be 
in bed, Katie. Just listen to this. 
Isn’t this the loveliest thing you 
ever heard? 


“‘There’s something in an April day 
Puts laughter in your heart; 

And lovers vow their April vow 
That they will never part.” 


(Her voice breaks on last line.) Oh, 
Katie, it’s just too beautiful! 
Katie: There! There! Miss Celia! 
What ever is the matter? 
Ceuia: Oh dear! I’m so unhappy! Jay 
Potter and I had the most awful 
fight! 








Katie: So that’s what ails you. It 
didn’t seem entirely like a head cold 
to me! 

Ceuia: It’s partly a cold, Katie, but 
mostly I’ve been crying my eyes out! 

Katie: Well, don’t you cry any more. 
Go wash your face and powder that 
poor red nose of yours and see if you 
don’t feel better. (Doorbell rings. 
Cra jumps to her feet.) 

Ceuta: If that’s Jay Potter, don’t you 
dare to let him in. I never want to 
speak to him again. Now, mind, 
Katie, don’t let him in here. 

Katie: I'll give him his walking 
papers, you can depend on that. 
(KatTIE goes to door, as CeLta listens, 
poised for flight.) 

Katie (Offstage): Sorry, Mr. Potter, 
Miss Celia’s not at home. 

Jay: Now don’t give me any of that 
stuff, Katie. You know she’s home, 
and since when am I “Mr. Potter.” 
Now, please, go tell her I want to 
see her. 

Katie: But she’s not at home, and be- 
sides, she wouldn’t want to see you 
if she was home. So please go. 

Jay: Very well, if that’s the way she 
feels about it, I will! 

Ce.ia (Running toward door): No! No! 


Jay! Please, don’t go! Come on 
back here! I want to talk to you! 
(Exit) 


Katie: Now what do you think of 
that! One minute she never wants to 
see him again! The next minute she 
goes tearing after him like someone 
possessed! Such goings on! (CELIA 
and Jay enter arm in arm.) 

Jay: O.K., O.K., it was all my fault. 
So let’s forget it! 

Cruia: Now that you admit it’s your 
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fault, I’m perfectly willing to forget 
it. Oh, Jay, I hate being mad at you! 

Jay: I don’t like it very well myself, 
Celia. Now that we’re all made up 
again, I’ve got a great idea. 

Creuia: What? 

Jay: I have to run over to Berryville 
on business this morning. How 
about you coming along and we'll 
make a day of it? 

Ceuta: But, Jay, I’m home sick with a 
bad cold! 

Jay: Nonsense, this April sunshine will 
fix that cold in no time. 

Cruia: What do you think, Katie? 

Katie: I think it would do you good, 
Miss Celia. You run along, and if 
the office calls, I’ll say your cold is 
much better and you'll be in bright 
and early tomorrow. 

Cetia (Hugging Katie): Oh, Katie, 
you’re a darling. Come on, Jay. I'll 
get my hat in the hall closet. 

Katie: And be sure to wear a coat and 
wrap a scarf around your throat. 
This spring weather is deceiving. 

Ceuia: I will, Katie, I will. We'll be 
back in time for dinner. (Exit Jay 
and CELIA.) 

Katie: Humph! I wish I could cure a 


cold that quick! Well, now that ex-, 


citement’s over, I think I’ll sit down 
and catch my breath. I haven’t 
done a thing yet of any account and 
I feel plum played out. (Sits al 
table and picks up paper) Hmn, 
these horoscopes give me a laugh. 
“Stolen moments are the sweetest!” 
If that isn’t ever crazy. (Enter Mr. 
Murray.) 

Katie (Jumping up): Who’s there’ 
Oh, it’s you, Mr. Murray. What's 
wrong? Are you sick? 
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Mr. Murray: Never felt better in my 
life, Katie. Where are my golf 
clubs? 

Katie: Your golf clubs? 

Mr. Murray: That’s what I said, 
Katie — my golf clubs. This is much 
too nice a day, Katie, to be stifling 
in an office. I’m heacing for the golf 
course. 

KatrE: What’s come over you, Mr. 
Murray? You haven’t been away 
from that office all winter. 

Mr. Murray: Maybe that’s my 
trouble, Katie. Maybe I’ve stuck 
too close to the grind. At any rate, 
I’m playing hooky today. Bob 
Andrews and I decided all of a sud- 
den to cut and run, and have a day 
on the links. We’ll do double duty 
tomorrow and the next day to make 
up for it. 

Katie: Good for you, Mr. Murray. 
Your golf clubs are right in the hall 
closet. I’ll get ’em for you. 

Mr. Murray: Never mind. I'll get 
them myself. Tell Mrs. Murray I 
expect to be home at the usual time 
for dinner. (Exit) 

Karte: I’ll tell her, Mr. Murray. Hope 
you have a good score. Will wonders 
never cease! Mr. Murray takin’ a 
day off! Ho hum! I never felt less 
like house cleanin’ in my whole life. 

Lena (Offstage): Yoo-hoo! Anybody 
home? (Lena LInDQuist enters, in 
high spirits.) 

Katie: Lena! What are you doing all 
dressed up fit to kill in the middle of 
the morning? 

Lena: I got the day off. My folks are 
all gone away for the day, and Mrs. 
Henry said I didn’t need to stay. 

Katie: Where are you headin’ for? 
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Lena: I’m gonna catch the bus for 
Grayson Centre. Sylvester de Groot 
is playing over there in Stolen 
Moments and I want to see it. 

Katie: Did you say Stolen Moments? 

Lena: Yeah. It’s supposed to be out 
of this world. Gee, I wish you could 
come aleng. 

Katie: You know what, Lena? I be- 
lieve I will. Yes, siree, I’m going to 
hustle right out of this apron and go 
right along with you. My folks are 
gone for the day too, and house 
cleaning can wait. 

Lena: Gee whiz! It didn’t take you 
long to make up your mind, Katie. 

Katte: I’ve never played hooky in my 
life, Lena, but I guess I’m not too 
old to enjoy it. Let’s go. (Luna and 
Katie exit in direction of kitchen. 
There is the sound of a slamming 
door, @ pause, and TuRTLE and 
Binxzy enter by way of front door.) 

Brnxy: You wait here, Turtle. It 
won’t take me a minute to get my 
wading boots. I saw them this 
morning when I was up in the attic. 
(Shouting) Hey, Katie! Anybody 
home? 

TuRTLE: Step on it, Binky. We don’t 
want to waste a minute. Those fish 
might decide to stop biting. 

Binxy: Why don’t you run over to 
your house and get your gear while I 
get my stuff? We’ll meet out front. 

TurtTie: Oke! I’m on my way. (Exit) 

Binxy (Singly loudly and off key as he 
exits): “Oh what a morning for 

fishing! 
Oh what a day for a catch!” 
I’ve got a wonderful feeling 
I will come home with a batch!” 
CURTAIN 








ScENE 2 

Time: Right before supper. 

Serrina: The Murray’s living room. 

At Rise: Crexia and Jay enter. CELIA 
has lost all traces of her cold. 

Cruia: I don’t care what you say, Jay, 
I’m going to tell Mother about 
Binky. 

Jay: Oh for heaven’s sake, Celia! Why 
do you want to bea tattletale? Any- 
how we’re not sure if it was Binky. 
We only saw him from the car. 

Creiia: It was Binky all right... 
Binky and that Turtle Henry. I’d 
know them any place. They hooked 
school to go fishing, that’s what they 
did, and Mom ought to know about 
it. 

Jay: Well, I’m not going to start an- 
other fight by arguing over this, 
Celia. But I think you’re dead 
wrong. Why do you want to get the 
poor kid in trouble? 

Ce: He’s got himself into trouble. I 
didn’t tell him to play hooky did I? 
Anyhow, let’s not argue. We had 
such a wonderful day, didn’t we? 
And my sniffles are all gone. 

Jay: Let that be a lesson to you. Next 
time you get the sniffles just call for 
Doctor Potter. 

Crus: I will. Now you better scram 
before the rest of the family comes 
popping in. See you tonight? 

Jay: Eight o’clock sharp. (Starts to 
exit) And, Celia, give that kid a 
break, won’t you? 

Cri: I’ll think about it. So long, Jay. 

Jay: So long. (Evit) 

Cruz (Calling): Katie! 
home. 

Katie: So I see. Did you have a good 
time? How’s your cold? 


Katie! I’m 


Ceitia: Wonderful wonderful! 
Everything’s wonderful, Katie, and 
I’m hungry as a bear. Got some- 
thing good? 

Katie: Wait and see. Now scoot up- 
stairs and get ready for supper be- 
fore the rest of the tribe starts piling 
in. 

Ceuia: I'll break all speed records, 
Katie. (Exit) 

Katte: Humph! That’s something I’d 
like to see. (Hnter Mrs. Murray 
loaded with bundles.) 

Mrs. Murray: Oh, hello, Katie. Wer 
had the most wonderful day. Take 
these, will you? (Unloading some of 
the packages.) Hazel and I went on a 
shopping spree. Wait till you see the 
hat I bought. Is Mr. Murray home 
yet? 

Katie: Not yet, Ma’am. 

Mrs. Murray: Poor dear! I feel so 
sorry for him, cooped up in that 
stuffy office all day while I was out 
gallivanting! Well, I’ll just carry 
my loot upstairs and stow it away 
before he gets home. I’ll show it to 
him after supper. 

Katie: That might be a good idea. 
He’ll have more strength after he’s 





eaten. Did you enjoy the flower 
show? 

Mrs. Murray: It was simply gor- 
geous. Did any of my committee 
women call? 

Katie: There’s a number on the pad 
for you to call back. A Mrs. Lea- 
man called just a little while ago. 

Mrs. Murray: Oh, dear! She'll be 
difficult. Well, I might as well call 
her now and get it over with. (Al 
phone) 7-4-2-0-3, please. (Pause) 
Hello. This is Miriam Murray call- 
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ing. Oh, hello, Linda. Yes, I was 
sorry too that I couldn’t make it. 
Well, you know how it is sometimes, 
things just pop up. Oh sure. Next 
week, I’ll be there for certain. 
(Pause) What? No, Binky hasn’t 
come home yet. He always has a 
dozen things to do after school. 
What? What do you mean he 
wasn’t in school today? Why, I 
started him off myself at the regular 
time. You saw him where? Going 
down the street before ten o’clock 
with Turtle! And he was wearing 
old clothes and carrying his hip 
boots! Fishing tackle! (Pause) 
Well, thanks for telling me, Linda. 
You can be sure we'll look into it. 
Yes, yes. Thanks a lot. Goodbye. 
(Hangs up.) Why, that rascal! 
Katie, do you know Binky hooked 
school today and went fishing? 

Katie: He did? Well, what do you 
know about that? 

Mrs. Murray: The thing that gets me 
is when did he get his stuff? He 
didn’t have it when he left... . I 
wonder if he could have come back 
to the house later. Did you see him? 

Katie: I never saw hide nor hair of 
him after he left, Mrs. Murray. 

Mrs. Murray: Oh, dear, this is so 
distressing. His father will be so 
upset. If there’s anything he’s strict 
about, it’s school attendance. (Col- 
lecting her bundles) Well, that’s an- 
other thing we’ll try to save till 
after supper. (Ezit) 

Katie: And there won’t be any supper 
if I don’t get organized in the 
kitchen. (Exit. In a few seconds, 
Mr. Murray enters, whistling in 
high good humor.) 
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Mr. Murray: What a day! What a 
day! I might as well stow these 
clubs away in the hall closet till the 
next time. (Quick exit to dispose of 
golf bag. He re-enters immediately) 
Now for the evening paper. (Looks 
around) It should be here by now. 
Katie, Katie! Have you seen any- 
thing of the evening paper? 

Katte: The boy’s just coming up the 
walk, sir. It’s his day to collect. 
(Doorbell rings.) 

Mr. Murray (Aé door) Hello, son. 
Just step inside a minute till I get 
the right change. 

Paper Boy: No hurry, sir. I have 
plenty of time. Good day for fishing, 
wasn’t it? 

Mr. Murray: Good day for anything 
out-of-doors. I’m not a fisherman 
myself. Golf’s my game. 

Parer Boy: Boy, you don’t take after 
your son, do you? That Binky’s 
really fish-happy. 

Mr. Morray: You know Binky? 

Paper Boy: Oh, sure. We’re in the 
same section. 

Mr. Murray (Chuckling): I wonder 
how he made out in his algebra test 
today. 

Paper Boy: Oh, he wasn’t there. 

Mr. Murray: He what? 

Paper Boy: He wasn’t there. He and 
Turtle Henry went fishing! 

Mr. Murray: They did what? 

Paper Boy: Thanks, Mr. Murray. See 
you tomorrow. So long. (Ezit) 

Mr. Murray: Boy, boy! You come 
back here! What’s this about my 
son? Confound it all! Come back 
here! (Enter Mrs. Murray.) 

Mrs. Murray: What’s the matter, 
Horace? Why are you shouting? 








Mr. Murray: I was trying to catch 
that paper boy. Do you know what 
he told me? Binky hooked school 
this morning to go fishing! 

Mrs. Murray: Oh dear, Horace! I 
hoped you wouldn’t find out till 
after supper. 

Mr. Murray: You mean you know all 
about it? 

Mrs. Murray: Linda Leaman just 
called me awhile ago. She saw the 
boys about ten o’clock this morning 
with all their fishing gear. 

Mr. Murray: Well, just wait till that 
young man comes home. If there’s 
one thing I won’t tolerate, Miriam, 
it’s truancy! (CELIA eniers.) 

Cruia: Hi y’a, Dad. Hello, Mother. 
What’s Dad so upset about? 

Mrs. Murray: It’s your brother, dear. 
Binky hooked school today and 
went fishing. 

Cris: So you found out all by your- 
selves. 

Mr. Murray: Do you mean to tell me 
you knew about it, too? 

Cuiuza: Well ...1...@... just 
sort of suspected it. You know how 
boys are when they get fishing fever. 

Mr. Murray: Well, I'll give him 
something that will cure his fishing 
fever in short order. 

Mrs. Murray: Now, Horace. 
be so hard on the boy! 

Mr. Murray: Hard on the boy! 
Miriam, don’t you realize that tru- 
ancy is the greatest single con- 
tributing factor to juvenile delin- 
quency. Do you want a boy of ours 
ducking out on his responsibilities, 
deceiving, lying... . 

Mrs. Murray: But Binky hasn’t de- 
ceived us or lied to us either. Wait 


Don’t 


till you hear his side of the story. 

Mr. Murray: Miriam, there are no 
two sides to a hooky story. 

Mrs. Murray: But surely he has a 
right to defend himself. 

Mr. Murray: Then he’d better talk 
fast. (Enter Binxy.) 

Binky: Hi y’a, everybody. Boy, oh 
boy, what a day! 

Mr. Murray: So you had quite a day, 
did you? 

Brinxy: I sure did, Pop! 

Mr. Murray: How was the algebra 
test? 

Binxy (Blankly): Algebra test? What 
algebra test? 

Mr. Murray: “What algebra test!” 
So you don’t even remember you 
had an algebra test today! 

Brnxy: Oh, that! Well, Dad, when I 
got to school this morning. . . 

Mr. Murray: Hear that, Miriam? 
The first falsehood! ‘When I got 
to school this morning!”’ It’s no use, 
Binky. We happen to know you 
never went to school this morning. 

Binxy: What do you mean I never 
went to school this morning. Of 
course, I went to school this morn- 
ing. 

Mrs. Murray: You'll only get your- 
self in deeper and deeper, Binky. 
Mrs. Leaman saw you. 

Brnxy: Saw me where? Saw me when? 

Mrs. Murray: Saw you and Turtle 
on the street in your fishing togs 
about ten o’clock. 

Mr. Murray: So you see, there’s no 
use lying about it. 

Binxy: But I’m not lying about any- 
thing, Pop. I came home during the 
first period and got my fishing 
tackle, boots and stuff, and went 
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right back again. 
lieve me, ask Katie. Katie, Katie! 
Come on in here and tell Dad I came 
home from school to get my gear. 

Katie (Entering): What’s going on in 
here? 

Brnky: Katie, you can tell Pop I came 
home during the first period to get 
my fishing stuff. You must have 
heard me. I made enough noise to 
wake the dead. 

Katie: You didn’t come in while I was 
here, Binky. 

. you must have 
heard me. Why, gee whiz, I was 
clear up in the attic. 

Katie: I might have heard you, 
Binky, if I had been here. But I 
wasn’t here. 

Mrs. Murray: But where were you, 
Katie? 

Katte: I-er-well . . . the truth is... I 
played hooky myself, Mrs. Murray. 
I got to thinking about that horo- 
scope we read, and when Lena came 
over from next door and told me she 
was going to the movies over in 
Grayson Center, I just packed up 
and went along with her. 

Mrs. Murray: You went out of town 
and left Celia alone in the house 
when she was ill! 

Cri1a: But I wasn’t ill, Mother. That 
is. . . I wasn’t really ill. 

Mrs. Murray: You were in bed with a 
cold, when I left, darling. 

Cret1a: But it wasn’t a cold, Mother. 
Oh, maybe a teeny-weeny cold. But 
mostly my head was all stopped up 
from crying. You see, Jay and I had 
had a terrible misunderstanding. 

Binxy: I told you it was the love bug 
instead of a cold bug, Mom. 
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If you don’t be- Mr. Murray: You keep out of this. 


Celia, you mean to say you stayed 
home from work when you weren’t 
really sick? 

Cris: I was sick, Dad. I felt terrible. 
But then, when Jay called and we 
made up .. . well, then, I guess I 
could have gone back to the office, 
but it was such a gorgeous day, and 
Jay was driving over to Berryville, 
and well. . . I just took the day off 
and went along. It was on the way 
over there that we saw Binky and 
Turtle. 

Mr. Murray: So you can’t deny you 
were fishing during school hours, 
young man. 

Brnxy: Who said anything about deny- 
ing it, Pop? 

Mr. Murray: Then you admit you 
were playing hooky. 

Brinxy: I admit nothing of the sort. I 
just admit I went fishing. If you’d 
only give me a chance to tell my 
story. I tried to call you, Mom... 
down at the Red Cross, but you 
weren’t there... . 

Mrs. Murray: No, no, I didn’t go to 
the Red Cross meeting this morning. 

Mr. Murray: But I thought it was so 
important for you to be there. 

Mrs. Murray: It is. . . 1 mean — it 
was important, Horace ... but 
well — Hazel Henry invited me to 
go along with her to the flower show 
and it was such a beautiful day that 
I. . . Well, suddenly I just couldn’t 
bear the idea of one more committee 
meeting, so I just ducked out of 
everything and went. 

Mr. Murray: You mean you didn’t 
show up for any of your meetings, 
all day? 








Mrs. Murray: Not a one! And you 
know, Horace, it gave me a wonder- 
ful feeling. I felt like a kid out of 
school! (Clapping her hand over her 
mouth) Oh dear! 

Mr. Murray: It seems to me that was 
an unfortunate expression to use at 
this time, Miriam. After all, it’s a 
kid out of school that is causing all 
this trouble. 

Binky: But there wouldn’t be any 
trouble, if you’d just let me explain. 
You see our science class is divided 
into committees. Turtle and I are 
on the water purification and stream 
contamination committee. We’re 
doing a report. So, this morning 
when Doc Foster, that’s our science 
prof, found out that the Fish Warden 
and the Game Inspector were check- 
ing the trout streams, he arranged 
for us to go along — got us excused 
from classes and everything. Gee, 
it was great. Turtle and I rushed 
home, got our stuff and the Warden 
picked us up in his car out by the 
impounding dam. We got home 
about two o’clock and I was back in 
school for the last period. 

Mrs. Murray: Oh, Binky, I just 
knew you wouldn’t play hooky. 

Mr. Murray: It seems to me the 
school should get parental permis- 
sion for a trip like that. After all, 
parents have a right to know where 
their children are during school 
hours. 

Binxy: They tried hard enough, Dad. 

Doc Foster had the school secretary 

phoning your office most of the 

morning. She said she tried again 
this afternoon, but nobody seemed 
to know where you were. 





Mrs. Murray: Well, that was funny, 
dear. I wonder why they couldn’t 
locate you. 

Mr. Murray: Why-er ... well... 
it’s easy enough to explain. You see 
— well, hang it all! If you must 
know, I was out on the golf course! 

Au: The golf course! 

Mrs. Murray: But this was the day 
for your monthly report. 

Mr. Murray: Yes, I know, but. . . 
well . . . on the way to work Bob 
Andrews and I just decided it was 
too fine a day to be shut up in an 
office, so we came back, got our 
clubs and spent the whole day on 
the links. It was great. I haven't 
had such a good day in years! 

Brinxy: Well, gee whiz! It looks as if 
I’m the only innocent guy in a whole 
household of hooky-players! 

Mr. Murray: By Jove, boy, I believe 
you're right! (Clapping him on the 
shoulder) Sorry, I was so quick to 
jump at the wrong conclusions, 
Binky. 

Mrs. Murray: You poor lamb, I 
think all of us owe you an apology. 

Brinxy: Heck, I don’t want any apolo- 
gies. All I want is supper. Katie, 
when do we eat? 

Katie: Indeed, I’m ashamed, folks. 
Lena and I missed our bus and | 
didn’t get home in time to start the 
roast. I’m afraid it’ll be just pick-ups 
tonight. 

Cea: Pick-ups! I’m starved! 

Brnky: But, Katie, didn’t you look in 
the refrigerator? There’s a whole 
mess of trout out there! All cleaned 
and ready for the pan! 

Mr. Murray: Did you say trout? 

Binky: Real brook trout, Pop! Boy, 
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PRODUCTION NOTES 
Bob A Hooxy Ho.ipay 
; Was Characters: 5 male; 5 female. 
in an Playing Time: 30 minutes. 


Costumes: Everyday dress. Mr. Murray 
» Our wears a business suit. Mrs. Murray and 
yy on Mrs. Henry wear spring suits. Binky 
Turtle, and Paper Boy are dressed in schoo 


b 
ven t clothes. When Celia first enters she is 
wearing a housecoat and has her hair tied 
oni up in a bandanna. For her second entrance 


she wears a dress and her hair is combed. 
whole Jay has on a sport coat and slacks. Katie 
wears an apron over her housedress, while 
Lena is dressed for her day off. 


elieve Properties: Scene 1: Newspaper, beany trimm- 
m the ed with pheasant feather, box of Kleenex, 

dishes, silverware, coffee pot, tray, book of 
ck to poetry. Scene 2: Bundles, golf bag, news- 
sions, paper. 


Setting: Scene 1: The Murray’s breakfast 
nook. There is a door left, leading to the 


ab, I kitchen, and a door right, leading to the liv- 
| ing room. The telephone is out of sight, 
DLOBy. just inside the living room door. Upstage 
rpolo- next to right entrance is a window. Near 
Kati the upstage wall at center is the breakfast 
le, table set for four. There are four chairs, 
two at the upstage side of the table and one 

folks. | at each end. Other chairs, - ey etc., 
OLxs. complete the furnishings of the room. 
and | Scene 2: The Murray’s living room. There 
rt th is a door left leading to the outside, and a 
° door right leading to the breakfast nook. 
:k-ups There is a small table with a telephone on 


it, standing next to the breakfast nook door. 
Upstage next to right entrance is a window. 
There are a couch, and two easy chairs 





. grouped around a coffee table, downstage 
90k in center. Other occasional chairs with ac- 
whole companying tables and lamps are placed 
leaned here and there. 

Lighting: No special effects. 
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Characters 

FRAN, @ reporter 

Top Hunter, Custodian of art gallery 

HELGA JOHANSSEN, a friend of Fran’s 

Van Loon, a visitor to the art gallery 

Miss Spencer, Tod’s secretary 

WESTERN UNION MESSENGER 

GUARD 

Spectators, male and female 

Serrine: The International Exhibition 
in a New York art gallery. 

Time: Late afternoon. 

At Rise: Miss SPENCER is writing at 
desk right. Spectators are milling 
about, studying exhibits which adorn 
walls and tables. A chime is heard 
offstage and GUARD enters left. 

Guarp (Announcing): Four o’clock. 
Clear the gallery, please. Four 
o’clock. (Specrators slowly move 
right and left and prepare to exit. 
Guarp joins Miss SPENCER at desk.) 
Well, the new boss had a pretty good 
set-up. 

Miss Spencer: Yes, the Exhibition 
was a big success. 

Guarp: It’s about time this gallery 
paid off. I’m glad for Hunter, 
though. He’s worked hard since he 
came here a few weeks ago. 

Miss Spencer: It’s a shame that this 
exhibit couldn’t last longer. I’m 


sorry that these things must be re- 
turned tonight. 

Guarp: Don’t worry —the boss’ll 
come up with something good. That 
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young guy has brains. (Walks to 
right) Please clear the gallery. (Exits 
right. HexteGa and FRan enter left. 
HELGA is apparently excited as they 
join Miss SPENCER.) 

HetaGa: Has Mr. Hunter returned yet? 

Miss Spencer: No, Helga, but he said 
you were to stay here until he got 
back. 

Fran (To Hewea): Stop worrying, 
Helga! Everything will be all right. 

He ea: I tried to tell myself that but 
— the telegram — Dad’s leaving so 
hurriedly — Oh, Fran; it’s terrible. 

Fran (Nodding): I know. Telegrams 
do that to me, too. 

Miss Spencer (7'0 Heia@a): Have you 
heard from your father since he re- 
turned to Sweden? 

He.@a: Not 2 word. He should have 
wired me by this time. 

Fran: Well, he only flew back yester- 
day. You’ll hear tonight, no doubt. 

Heiega: I—I hope so. I know he 
didn’t want to worry me when he 
got the wire about Mother’s illness, 
but he was upset, too. (FRAN points 
to left) 

Fran: Well, let’s wait over there. Miss 
Spencer wants to get her work done. 
(Fran and Heica walk left and 
admire objects on table.) That’s a 
lovely statue your dad designed for 
the Peace Award. I wouldn’t mind 
having it for my mantelpiece. 

Hea: That’s impossible. Dad made 
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it especially for the U. N. prize and 
it has to be returned tonight. 

Fran: I wonder who Tod’ll have de- 
liver it to Sweden, now that your 
dad had to return so suddenly. 

HeiGa: I don’t know. I can’t take 
time off from my studies now, unless 
it’s absolutely essential. 

Fran: Well, Tod will make all the ar- 
rangements. He can take care of 
anything. 

Heva@a: You’re fond of him, aren’t you? 

Fran: How do you know? 

Hexa@a (Smiling): That’s easy! 

Fran (Sighing): I wish it were easy 
for him to see it. That guy! How 
does a girl show a custodian of an 
art gallery that she’s ga-ga about 
him? 

Heuea: He’s very nice. I hope he’ll 
like it here. (Top enters right.) 

Top (Jo Miss Spencer): Were there 
any calls for me? 

Miss Spencer: No, sir. 

Top (To Hexea and Fran): Hello, 
girls. Sorry tc have kept you wait- 
ing. 

Fran: Oh, think nothing of it. I’ve 
become used to waiting in the news- 
paper game. 

Top: Any word from your dad, Helga? 

HeitGa: No. The news report said 
that his plane landed safely, but he 
hasn’t gotten in touch with me. 

Top (Shaking head): Tough luck! I 
hope there was nothing seriously 
wrong with your mother. (Jo Miss 
SPENCER) I’m expecting a call from 
the insurance company about the 
attempted robbery last week. (FRAN 
becomes instantly alert.) 

Fran: What’s that? 


one tried to force the rear door and 
snapped the lock. 

Fran: Tod Hunter! Do you mean to 
tell me that you had a newspaper 
story and you didn’t let me know? 

Top (Laughing): Down, Hawkshaw! 
The person didn’t get in. We made 
an inventory and there was nothing 
missing. 

Fran: Never mind —I think you’re 
terrible. 

Top: O.K., I promise to let you im on 
the next story that breaks at the 
gallery. 

Fran: The next story? Why, this 
place has as much action as a crib- 
bage game at an old ladies’ home. 
(Angrily) Remind me not to have 
dinner with you next Thursday 
night! 

Top (Surprised): Why, I didn’t know 
we had a date. 

Fran: We didn’t. But if you make one, 
I'll break it! (Phone on Miss SPEn- 
CER’s desk rings.) 

Miss Spencer (At phone): Mr. Hun- 
ter’s desk. Yes, yes. Downstairs? 
One moment. (Lowers phone.) Mr. 
Hunter, there’s a man in the lobby 
who wishes to see you. His name is 
Van Loon. 

Top: Ask the Guard to bring him up. 
(Miss SPENCER raises phone.) 

HetcGa: Van Loon? Why, he’s a friend 
of Dad’s. He used to handle all 
Dad’s statues with Mr. Preston, the 
former Custodian. 

Top: I’ll be glad to meet him. Now 
that Preston has left, I’ll have a lot 
of business with him. 

Fran: Maybe he has some news about 
your dad. 


Top: It didn’t amount to much. Some- Heta@a: I haven’t seen Mr. Van Loon 
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in years. I didn’t even know he was 
in America. 

Top (To Miss Spencer): I guess you 
can call it a day. (She finishes sort- 
ing papers and rises.) 

Miss Spencer: Good night, girls. 
(Sweetly) Good night, Mr. Hunter. 
(Exits left) 

Fran (Mimicking): “Good night, Mr. 
Hunter!” 

Heiea: Why, Fran, I think you’re 
jealous. (FRAN glares angrily at 
Top who ducks submissively. GUARD 
enters right with VAN LOoN, a pom- 
pous, middle-aged man. GUARD ges- 
tures towards Top and exits right. 
Van Loon, extending hand, joins 
Top.) 

Van Loon: Mr. Hunter, I — (Sud- 
denly recognizes HeuGa) Why, Helga 
Johanssen! How you’ve changed. I 
almost didn’t recognize you. 

Hee: It’s been a long time, Mr. Van 
Loon. 

Vawn Loon: You were a small girl when 
I last saw you in Sweden. (HELGA 
introduces VAN Loon and greetings 
are exchanged.) I suppose that you 
know that your father asked me to 
come here. 

Hewea: You spoke to Dad? 

Van Loon: Yes, he called at my hotel 
yesterday before his plane left. It 
was about the statue. 

Top: The statue? 

Van Loon (Nods): He knew I was 
planning to fly home tonight. He 
asked me to return the statue to 
Sweden in time for the Peace Award 
next week. 

He.ca: How did he know you were in 
New York? 

Van Loon (Quickly): Oh, I’ve been in 
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contact with him. (Walks to table 
and picks up Peace Statue with right 
hand.) Ah, here it is. Yes, a lovely 
work! 

HeiGa: Well, Dad’s made more valu- 
able pieces, but it has been popular 
during the Exhibition. (Van Loon 
replaces statue, extracts handkerchief 
from pocket with right hand and wipes 
brow. Returns handkerchief to pocket. 
Hewe@a regards him with interest.) 

Top: I wish that Mr. Johanssen had 
told me to expect you to call for the 
statue. It’s highly irregular to — 

Van Loon (Quickly): He left very 
hurriedly, as you know. He meant 
to call you but there was so little 
time to get to the airport. If you 
wish to see my credentials — 

Top: I guess that Helga can vouch for 
you. 

Hee (Slowly): Yes, Mr. Van Loon’s 
worked with Dad for a long time. 
Fran: Mr. Van Loon, can you tell me 
something about the statue? I’m 
from the Globe and I’d like to put 

this story on the front-page. 

Van Loon: Well, Mr. Johanssen’s 
work has always attracted wide at- 
tention. He was asked to make this 
statue for the annual Peace Award. 

Top: I was pretty lucky to get it for 
my International Exhibition. 

Fran (To Van Loon): Are you & 
sculptor, too? 

Van Loon (Smiling): Well, I try, but 
I will never reach the heights of 
Johanssen. 

Heie@a: Oh, you worked with Dad 
many times. 

Van Loon: In a way, I help with de- 
signs. I worked on the Peace Award, 
too. 
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FRAN: Well, you should be able to give 
me some good material for a story. 

VaNn Loon (Shortly): Some other time. 
I’m rather anxious to return to the 
hotel and finish packing. I just 
received word that my flight has 
been canceled and I am leaving by 
ship in less than two hours. 

Top: If you’ll come to my office, we 
can take care of the release forms. 

VaNn Loon (Relieved): Gladly! Gladly! 
I’ll see you before I leave, Helga. 
(Top and Van Loon exit right.) 

Fran (Glumly): It doesn’t look as 
though I’ll get a story at all. 

HeiGa: That doesn’t seem like Mr. 
Van Loon. Oh, I haven’t seen him 
in ages, but he was so abrupt. (Walks 
to table) And there was something 
else, too. 

Fran: What’s the matter, Helga? 

HeucGa: I guess I’m just upset about 
Dad, but — (Suddenly) Yes, I knew 
something was wrong! It’s Mr. Van 
Loon! He—he picked up the 
statue with his right hand. 

Fran: I don’t think he could have 
managed too well with his teeth. 

HeiaGa: Please be serious. I’ve seen 
Van Loon work with Dad. He’s 
left-handed! He never used his right 
hand! 

Fran: But, it’s been so many years — 

HeuGa (Shakes head): A man doesn’t 
change those habits. Why, he even 
used his handkerchief with his right 
hand! I—I remember that Van 
Loon used to joke about his right 
hand being practically useless. 

Fran: But what does it mean? 

Heiea: I —I don’t know, but I don’t 
think that man is Mr. Van Loon! 

Fran: You recognized him, didn’t you? 
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He.ea: Yes, but — 

Fran: And he certainly acted as 
though he knew you. 

HetGa: Don’t you see? If someone 
were posing as the real Van Loon, 
he’d try to know as much about 
Dad and me as possible! 

Fran: Well, aren’t you certain what 
Mr. Van Loon looks like? 

Heuea (Shaking head): It’s been a long 
time. That man resembled him — 
but I can’t be sure. 

Fran: We have to know before we 
make any accusations. 

Hewa@a: I — I don’t trust him. 

Fran: But why should anyone want to 
pose as Van Loon? 

HELGA (Quickly): He wants the statue! 
That’s it! Didn’t you notice how 
anxious he was to leave? 

Fran: The statue is a nice work, but 
it isn’t valuable. 

Hexea (Slowly): Yes, I know that. 

Fran: Why should he want to steal it? 

Heuea (Helplessly): Oh, I wish Dad 
were here. He’d know what to do. 

Fran: Well, he isn’t — and we have to 
make the decision. 

HeiGa (Suddenly): We mustn’t let 
that man have the statue. You have 
to help me. 

Fran: What can I do? 

Heua@a: I’m going to wire Dad. 

Fran: That will take too long. Van 
Loon — or whatever his name is — 
said he is sailing in less than two 
hours. 

Hexa@a: Oh, please speak to Tod! 

Fran: He won’t believe me. He knows 
how much a story means to me, but 
he wouldn’t want to get mixed-up 
in an international affair. 

Here@a: We'll have to do something. 








Fran: We still must find a motive for 
that man posing as Van Loon. 

Hexaa: It must be the statue. That’s 
the only thing that interested him. 

Fran: I still don’t get it. If someone 
wanted the statue, why wouldn’t he 
have stolen it before? 

HeEuGA: Maybe he didn’t have the op- 
portunity. Miss Spencer is at the 
desk all day. And the guards are 
always here. No one could have 
taken it from this room without 
being seen. (Quickly) And someone 
did try to break in last week! 

Fran: That’s right. The statue’s been 
here a week. It certainly strength- 
ens your story. (Snaps fingers) I 
hope I’m not wrong, but I’m going 
along with you. 

Hexéa (Gratefully): I knew you’d help. 

Fran: First of all, I’d better get Tod 
up here. Keep an eye on that 
statue! (Ezits right. GUARD enters 
right with WresTERN UNION MEs- 
SENGER. ) 

Guarp: A message for you, Miss 
Johanssen. 

MESSENGER: A_ cablegram, Miss. 
(HeiGa quickly signs for message. 
MESSENGER and GUARD exit right. 
HELGA reads message and stares at it 
for a long moment. She finally sits at 
Miss SpPENCcER’s desk. Top and 
FRAN enter right.) 

Top: I don’t know what kind of non- 
sense you’re telling me, but you’d 
better be right. 

Fran: Wait until you hear Helga’s 
story. (They walk to desk.) Why 
Helga — What’s the matter? 

Heica: I—I don’t know. (Hands 
cable to Top) It’s from Dad. 

Top (Reading): ‘Arrived Sweden 


10:00 a.m. Mother well. She did not 
wire me to return. Mistake has been 
made. Love, Dad.” (Places wire on 
desk.) That’s pretty strange. 

HetGa: Someone wanted Dad out of 
the country. 

Fran: Don’t you see, Tod? Helga’s 
dad would have known right away 
that the man in your office is not 
Van Loon. 

HeieGa (Quickly): And someone sent 
Dad a wire so that he would return 
home. 

Top: The man has Van Loon’s cre- 
dentials. I saw them. 

Heta@a: They could have been forged— 
or stolen. Oh, Tod; call the police! 

Top (Helplessly): I can’t do that. I'll 
admit that something’s wrong, but 
I haven’t any proof against the man. 

Fran: Well, you’re certainly not going 
to give him the statue. 

Top: No, I’m going to tell him that the 
statue will not leave the gallery 
without Johanssen’s written per- 
mission. Wait here, girls. I’m going 
to get our mysterious visitor. (Top 
exits right.) 

He ea: I’m afraid! 

Fran: Leave it to Tod. 

Heiaa: But what about the real Van 
Loon. If that man has his creden- 
tials, there’s no telling what might 
have happened to him. 

Fran (Nodding): It’s a good thing 
that you remembered that Van 
Loon was left-handed. 

Hewca: That wasn’t hard. I watched 
him work many times with Dad. 
Why, I think that Dad said he 
worked on the Peace Award. (Looks 
at statue left, as Top and GuarD 
enter right quickly.) 
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Top (Hurriedly): Check all the rooms. 
Tell Carter at the door that no one 
may leave the building. 

Guarp: Yes, sir! (Hzits left) 

FRAN: What happened? 

Heuaa: Yes, where’s that man? 

Top: He’s gone! He’s not in my office! 

Fran: He must have known that 
something went wrong. 

Hewiea: Oh, we have to find him! He 
has to tell us what happened to the 
real Van Loon. 

Top: He won’t get out. All the guards 
are alerted and the main entrance 
will be locked. 

FraN (Shivers): Yes, but that means 
we’re in here with that character. I 
don’t like it. 

Top: You'll be O. K. 
left.) 

Guarp: The guards are on their toes, 
Mr. Hunter. 

Top: Good! What about the main en- 
trance? 

Guarp: I told Carter. 

Top: It was you who brought him up 
here, Guard? 

Guarp: Yes, sir. We stopped at my 
booth in the main entrance first. He 
wanted to leave his suitcase there. 

Fran: A suitcase? 

GuarpD (Nods): Yes. A small, black 


(GUARD enters 


bag. 
Top: Get it for me! (GuARD exits 
right.) Well, it certainly seems as 


though our friend fooled us. (Phone 
at desk rings. Top answers.) Yes — 
Carter? What? Send him right up! 
(Hangs phone and stands perplexed.) 
Now, this is interesting! 

Fran (Anziously): Who was it? 

Top: Carter. He said there’s a man 
downstairs who wants to see me. 
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Hewa@a: Yes? 

Top: The man said his name was —- 
Van Loon! 

Fran: What? 

Hewe@a: Mr. Van Loon! 

FRAN (Quickly): Let me at that phone. 
I want to call my paper! 

Top: Take it easy. Let’s see this man 
first. (Van Loon enters right. He is 
now wearing a different suit and he 
carries an overcoat.) 

Van Loon: You are Mr. Hunter, I 
presume? 

Top: Yes, sir! It seems as though we 
have already met! 

Van Loon: I think that’s quite impos- 
sible. This is my first visit to the 
gallery in several weeks. 

Heuea: Mr. Van Loon—don’t you 
remember me? 

Van Loon: Helga Johanssen! This is 
a pleasure! How is your father? 

Heue@a: Didn’t he call you yesterday? 

Van Loon: Why, no. I haven’t heard 
from him since I helped work on his 
last statue. 

Fran (Suddenly): Have you lost your 
wallet or any important papers 
lately? (Van Loon regards her 
strangely.) 

Van Loon: No, young lady. (To Top) 
I’m afraid that I’m puzzled. 

Top: I’ll explain it later. Briefly, 
someone is in the gallery now — 
posing as you! 

Van Loon: But why? 

Top: That’s what we must find out. 
(Van Loon looks at table.) 

Van Loon: Ah, Mr. Johanssen’s statue 
is still here, I see. 

Top: Yes. That’s what the imposter 
wanted. Is there anything particu- 
larly valuable about the statue? 








Van Loon: Well, any nation would be 
proud to receive it. But, value? No, 
it’s a simple bronze piece. I doubt 
whether the statue is actually worth 
ten dollars. 

Top: Well, it’s pretty valuable to 
someone. 

Van Loon: Perhaps Mr. Preston could 
tell you something about that. 

Top: You mean the man who was the 
Custodian before I got here? 

Van: Yes. He displayed all Mr. 
Johanssen’s works. I believe it was 
he who originally planned to display 
this latest statue. 

Top: That’s right. The Board Mem- 
bers at the gallery dismissed him 
rather suddenly and I was named in 
his place. I finished the plans for the 
Exhibition. 

FRAN (Quickly): Yes, but you made the 
show a big success. 

Van Loon: But I can tell you nothing 
more about the statue. It is a pity 
that Mr. Johanssen was recalled to 
Sweden. 

Fran (Slowly): Yes, he could have 
helped us a lot. (GuaRD enters right) 

Guarp: The black bag’s gone, Mr. 
Hunter. It was taken from my 
booth. 

Top (Determined): That man must be 
found. 

Guarp: All the rooms have been 
searched. He—he’s not in the 
gallery! 

Top: That’s impossible. 
Carter again. 

Guarp: I’ve already checked. He 
came on duty a little after four. A 
lot of people were going out at the 
time. Sometimes people leave until 
four-thirty. 


Check with 
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Top (Glumly): Yes, and that man 
could have left with them, too. Well, 
girls; I guess we’ll never solve our 
little mystery. 

Van Loon: What are you going to do 
with the statue? 

Top: I’m going to wire Mr. Johanssen. 

Van Loon: If I can be of any service, 
I’ll be glad to return it to Sweden. I 
am sailing this evening. (Top 
nods.) Yes, I was scheduled to fly, 
but my trip was canceled an hour 
ago. Most annoying, indeed! 

Fran: Your flight was canceled? 

Van Loon: Yes, I received word at 
my hotel a little while ago. (Looks 
at statue) One thing is certain. I 
don’t feel that the statue should be 
left unguarded. 

Hexca: That’s right. We’re not sure 
that the imposter has really left the 
building. (Van Loon picks up 
statue with left hand.) 

Van Loon (T0 Top): I think it will be 
safer in your office. 

Top: Yes, come along with me. (Top 
and Van Loon, carrying statue, exit 
right.) 

Heica (Relieved): Well, I feel safer 
now. 

Fran (Slowly): I’m not so sure. 

HewiGa: You don’t distrust Mr. Van 
Loon? Why, my family has known 
him for ages. 

Fran: Yes, and I realize he knows a lot 
about your father’s statues. I may 
be wrong but — (Top enters right.) 

Top: Girls, Mr. Van Loon would like 
to see you in my office. 

Fran: Maybe I'll get a good story. 
(Suddenly) Where’s the statue? 

Top: Van Loon’s taking it to my office, 
of course. He — (Sharp commotion 
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is heard offstage. VAN LOON enters 
right quickly. His clothes are dis- 
heveled and he no longer has his over- 
coat. Itis obvious that he has been ina 
struggle.) 

Heie@a: Mr. Van Loon! (Guarp enters 
right.) 

Van Loon (Quickly): The statue! He’s 
taken the statue. 

GuarRD: We'll get him. There’s a guard 
stationed in every room. (Ezits 
right) 

Van Loon: I —I was about to enter 
the office when someone attacked 
me from behind. He grabbed the 
statue and, when I turned around — 
it was like looking into my own face! 

Hei@a: Then the imposter hasn’t left 
the building! 

Top: Everyone stay here. I’m sending 
a guard for the police. 

Fran: Wait, Tod! I have an idea! 

Top: I don’t have any time now. I 
want — 

Fran: Please leave this to me. It’s 
a long shot, I know, but it might pay 
off. 

HeuGca: Where are you going, Fran? 

Fran: I’m going to look for the jack 
pot! (Exits right) 

Top (Calling): Fran! Fran! Oh, she’s 
gone. She shouldn’t be roaming 
around alone. 

Heiea: Do you think anything might 
happen to her? 

Top: I’d better go after her. 

Hetea: I'll go, too. Are you all right, 
Mr. Van Loon? (VAN Loon sits.) 
Van Loon: Yes, I’ll be all right, after a 
little rest. Go—find that girl! 
(Heiea and Top exit right. Alone, 
Van Loon rises and walks to table. 
He notices empty place where statue 


stood, and he nods and smiles. Foot- 
steps and sharp commands of ‘‘Search 
that room’ — “Guard the entrance” 
are heard offstage. VAN Loon quickly 
glances right and sits again. FRan, 
carrying statue, enters right.) 

Fran (Excited): I found it, Tod! I 
found it! I— (Sees Van Loon) 
Where’s Mr. Hunter? (Van Loon 
rises hurriedly at sight of statue.) 

Van Loon: Where did you find — 
that? 

Fran: Where you left it! It was in the 
inner lining of your overcoat. 

Van: My overcoat? 

Fran: Yes — your coat! You said you 
were attacked outside the office. 
How did your coat and the statue 
get inside? 

Van Loon: Listen, young lady, I don’t 
know what you mean. 

Fran: I noticed that your coat was 
missing when you stumbled up here 
with that story about being at- 
tacked. I knew that if I found the 
coat, I’d have a pretty good chance 
of finding the statue, too! 

Van Loon: Nonsense! Why, the im- 
poster took it from me. Everyone 
saw him. You, yourself — 

Fran: No — we saw what you wanted 
us to see. There was no imposter! 
You were the man who came here 
the first time. You disappeared and 
returned as the real Van Loon! 

Van Loon: I won’t listen to this. 

Fran (Abrupily): Oh, it was clever. 
What could have been better than 
to have us believe that a man posing 
as you had really taken the statue? 
You would have been clear. No one 
would have suspected that you posed 
as — yourself! 








Van Loon (Smiling): Can you prove 


that? 


Fran: Yes, I think I can. You knew 


that Helga was at the gallery to help 
with the arrangements for the re- 
turn of the statue, and you wanted 
her to be the first person to think 
that you were not Van Loon. You 
wanted to be known as an imposter. 
You purposely handled the statue 
with your right hand and used your 
handkerchief with your right hand to 
arouse her suspicion. If that had 
failed, you would have tried some- 
thing more obvious. 

Van Loon: I am enjoying your fan- 
tastic story. 

Fran (Quickly): After Tod left you in 
his office the first time, you had a 
wonderful chance to do your “dis- 
appearing act.” You got the black 
bag at the guard’s booth, left the 
building with the gallery visitors, 
and changed in a nearby room. Then 
you returned as the real Van Loon 
to steal the statue. Everyone was 
looking for an imposter! 

Van Loon: What about your proof? 


Fran: You told us too much the first 


time. You said that you were sailing 
in less than two hours because of a 
recent cancellation of your plane 
reservation. Now, an imposter 
might have known your plans and 
habits pretty well, but he could not 
have possibly known about the re- 
cent cancellation! You and you 
alone would have had that informa- 
tion. No one else could have known 
it at such short notice. 

Van Loon: I don’t think that’s strong 
evidence. 

Fran: That left-handed business puz- 


zled me, too. I’m sure that an im- 
poster would have used his left 
hand imitating you. He couldn’t 
have overlooked such an obvious 
characteristic — unless he wanted 
us to realize that he was an im- 
poster! 


Van Loon: I am going to call Mr. 


Hunter. Perhaps he can convince 
you that — 


Fran: And you lied to us, too. When 


you appeared the second time, you 
said that you had not spoken to Mr. 
Johanssen in weeks, but at the same 
time, you mentioned that it was a 
shame he was recalled to Sweden. 
How did you know that? You knew 
— because you had a confederate 
send him that wire. You realized 
that he would have known you im- 
mediately, and therefore, you had 
to get him out of the way. That’s 
how you knew he was in Sweden. 
(VAN Loon steps closer and points to 
statue) 


Van Loon: Why should I have gone to 


such extremes to steal the statue? 
It was not valuable. If I had really 
wanted it, I could have taken it in 
Sweden. I wouldn’t have exposed 
myself to this risk. (FRAN pounds 
statue firmly on desk and removes 
base.) 


FRAN: This is the reason. The statue 


was valueless in Sweden, but it is 
important now because of — these! 
(Extracts packet from base, opens 1 
and pours diamonds on desk.) Dia- 
monds! This statue was used to 
smuggle diamonds into the United 
States. You probably used Mr. 
Johanssen’s other works, too, and 
Preston, the former Custodian, sold 
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them. Preston was dismissed sud- 
denly, but this statue was already 
on its way to the gallery with the 
diamonds hidden in the base. That’s 
why you wanted it. (Van Loon 
lunges for diamonds but FRAN pushes 
him away.) 

VaN Loon: Give them to me! 

Fran: No! You made the bases for 
the statues. You’ve smuggled dia- 
monds in them for years! 

Van Loon (Slowly): I want those 
diamonds. 

Fran: They’re going to Mr. Hunter. 
He'll call the police. (Van Loon 
suddenly grabs FRAN’s arm.) 

Van Loon: You’re much too clever. 
I’m going to see that no one else 
hears your interesting little tale. 
(Reaches into pocket. Top, Guarp 
and Hxeua@a enter quickly right.) 

Top: Someone has already heard the 
story — and it makes sense. (GUARD 
grabs VAN LOON and they exit right.) 

Fran: You— you were out there all 
that time and you didn’t help me? 

Top: A confession is pretty good proof. 
I wanted to catch him in his own 
trap. Imagine! A man imitating — 
himself! 


Heuea: Yes, he had an iron clad alibi. 
(Sadly) Poor Dad! He’ll feel terrible 
when he hears this! 

Top: People will do strange things for 
money, Helga. Van Loon placed 
that above your dad’s friendship. 
Well, it’s lucky for us that he wasn’t 
successful when he tried to break 
into the gallery last week. 

Fran (Nods): That’s why he had to 
come up with this plan. 

Heuea: Gee, Fran; you really saved 
the day. 

Top: Yes, the gallery could have gotten 
into a lot of trouble. I suppose that 
the police will pick up Preston. He 
probably thought he had everyone 
fooled selling those diamonds for 
Van Loon. 

Fran: Never mind Preston. Where’s 
my reward? 

Top: Well, there was some talk of a 
dinner date a little while ago — 

Heuea: But, Fran said she’d break a 
date with you... . 

Fran (Smiling): The only thing I’ll 
break is his neck if he tries to get out 
of it! (Everyone smiles and prepares 
to exit as curtain falls.) 

THE END 


PRODUCTION NOTES 


AN INTERNATIONAL AFFAIR 


Characters: 4 males; 3 females; as many male 
and female extras as desired. 

Playing Time: 25 minutes. 

Costumes: Modern, everyday dress. Van Loon 
wears a different suit when he appears the 
second time. Also, he carries an overcoat 
the second time. Messenger’s uniform for 


Western Union Boy; policeman’s uniform 
for Guard. 

Properties: Small statue with removable base, 
handkerchief, pencil, pad, Western Union 
envelope and Cablegram message, papers, 
packet containing “diamonds.” 
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Setting: The International Exhibition in a 
New York art gallery. Entrances are lo- 
cated right and left. Custodian secretary’s 
desk is downstage right. A telephone and 
miscellaneous papers are on desk. Table 
holding small statue and object d’art is at 
left. The statue should be mounted higher 
than the other articles so that it is in view 
of the audience. Paintings, handicrafts, 
and flags of various nations adorn walls. 
Chairs, tables, and other comfortable furn- 
ishings comprise set. 


Lighting: No special effects. 








Part Two 


Middle Grades 





Aladdin 


adapted by Deborah Newman 


Characters 
ALADDIN 
MoTHER 
MAGICIAN 
PRINCESS BADROULBOUDOUR 
SULTAN 
GENIE 
Lapy JANNI 
Lapy REGA 
OTHER LADIES 
SLAVES 

ScENE 1 

SertinG: Aladdin’s home. 

At Rise: The MorTuer is seated on a 
stool, sewing, when the Maaician 
enters from right. 

Mortuer: Good evening, Uncle. You 
have been away a long time with 
Aladdin. 

Macician: Good evening, Mother. 
(He goes to a chest in the corner, pulls 
items of clothing out of its drawers and 
stuffs them into a large bag.) 

Moruer: Where is Aladdin, Uncle? 
When will he return? 

Maarictan: Aladdin will not return. 

Moruer (Frowning): What do you 
mean, Aladdin will not return? 

Magictan: Aladdin will not return be- 
cause he is dead. 

Moruer (Running to Maaictan): 
Dead? What did you say? Aladdin 
is dead? 

Maaicran: Yes, Aladdin is dead. While 


large hole in the earth. I could not 
save him. 

Moruer: Perhaps — perhaps he is not 
dead. Perhaps he is just hurt. 

Maaeicran: No — Aladdin is dead. 

Moruer: Tell me where he is. I will 
get the neighbors. We can save 
Aladdin. 

Maaictan (Angrily): I tell you Aladdin 
is dead. 

Moruer (Weeping): I cannot believe 
it. Oh, Aladdin, my son! 

Maarictan: Do not cry for Aladdin. 
(Angrily) He was a bad boy, and not 
worth your tears. He was lazy, he 
was greedy, and he would not obey. 

Moruer: That is not true, Uncle. 
Aladdin was a good boy. 

Maaicran: I say he was a bad boy. 
(Picks up bag and puts it on his 
shoulder) And now I must go. I must 
return to Africa at once. 

Moruer: Tell me where Aladdin is, 
Uncle. 

Maaician: You cannot find AJaddin. 
You will never see your son again. 
(He exits. The Moruer returns to 
her stool, where she sits and cries.) 

Moruer: Aladdin, my son! I cannot 
believe that you are dead. Your 
uncle is wrong — you are a good boy. 
Oh, Aladdin, Aladdin. (As _ she 
cries, ALADDIN appears in the door- 
way at right.) 


we were out walking, he fell into a ALapprn: Mother, why are you crying? 
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MoruerR (Looking around): I hear 
Aladdin’s voice. (She sees him and is 
frightened.) Oh! The ghost of 
Aladdin! 

ALADDIN (Going to her): I am not a 
ghost, Mother. Feel my hands. 

Morue_r (Taking his hands): These are 
the hands of Aladdin. (Looking at 
him, puzzled) But he said you were 
dead, my son. 

ALADDIN: Who said so? 

Moruer: Your uncle. He has just left 
here. 

ALADDIN (Angrily): Mother, that man 
is not my uncle. He tricked us. He 
is a wicked magician. 

Moruer: Do not say such things. 

ALADDIN: But it is true, Mother. 
Listen. (He sits beside her.) Today 
he took me to a distant valley be- 
tween two mountains. He built a 
fire, and said some magic words over 
it. A great smoke arose, and the 
earth opened. He told me to go 
down into the earth and bring him 
an old lamp I would find there. 

Moruer (Shaking her head): Aladdin, 
you are dreaming. 

Axtappin (Taking colored stones out of 
his pocket): No, Mother. See, here 
are some colored stones I took from 
that cave in the earth. (He gives 
them to her and she looks at them.) 

Moruer: They are very pretty stones. 
But did you find the lamp? 

AtappiIn (Taking lamp from pocket): 
Here is the lamp. I found it in the 
back of the cave. The magician told 
me to give him the lamp, and then 
he would help me to climb out of the 
earth. But I could not. The lamp 
was at the bottom of my pocket, 
and all these stones were on top. 
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He became angry, and before I 
could throw the stones away, he 
shouted some magic words. A stone 
rolled over the hole, and I was left 
alone in the darkness. 

Moruer: Oh, my poor son. But how 
did you get out of the cave? 

ALADDIN: This morning, the magician 
gave me this ring. (He shows it to 
her.) Irubbed the ring, and suddenly 
a genie appeared. He asked me 
what I wanted, and I said I wanted 
to leave the cave and come home. 

Moruer (Puzzled): A magic ring — a 
genie. I have never heard of such 
things. 

AuappDIN (Briskly): And now I am 
hungry, Mother. Give me some- 
thing to eat. 

Moruenr: Alas, I have not a bit of food. 
(Picks up sewing) But I have a little 
cloth I have spun. I will go and sell 
it. 

AuappIN: Keep your cotton for another 
time. (Holds up lamp) I will sell the 
lamp. The money I get will buy us 
food for a day. 

Moruer (Taking lamp): It is dirty. I 
will polish it for you. (She rubs the 
lamp. Immediately a clap of thunder 
is heard, and a tall GENIE enters.) 

Gente: What do you wish? I am ready 
to obey you as your slave, and the 
slave of all those who hold the lamp 
in their hands. 

MorHER (Backing away): No— go 
away! (ALADDIN takes the lamp from 
her and she hides her eyes.) 

ALADDIN: I am hungry. Bring me 
something to eat. 

Gente: Master, I hear and obey. (He 
exits, and a moment later he returns 
with Staves who carry food on large 








trays. They put the food on the table, 
bow, and leave with the GENIE. 
ALADDIN runs to table excitedly.) 
Mother, look! We have a feast. 
(MoTHER uncovers her eyes.) Come, 
let us sit down and eat. (MoTHER 
slowly comes near table, and then both 
sit down and begin eating.) 

Moruer: Aladdin, sell that lamp. Do 
not keep it in our house. 

Auappin: Oh, no. I wish to keep the 
lamp. You may be sure my false 
uncle knew about this wonderful 
lamp. (Trumpets are heard off, and 
a voice shouts, “Make way for the 
Princess Badroulboudour.”’ ALADDIN 
runs to window.) Mother, come 
look. The daughter of the Sultan is 
passing by our house. 

Moruer (Remaining at table): I have 
seen the Princess, Aladdin. She is 
very beautiful. 

ALADDIN (Returning to table and sigh- 
ing): She is an angel. Every time I 
look at her I fall more in love with 
her. 

Moruer: Aladdin, poor boys do not 
fall in love with the Sultan’s daugh- 
ter. 

Auapp1n: But I am not poor now! I am 
rich. With this lamp, I can have 
anything I want. And I want to 
marry the Princess Badroulbou- 
dour. 

Moruer: What are you thinking of? 

AxappIN: You will go to the Sultan 
and ask for the hand of his daughter. 

Moruer (Rising, astonished): I go to 
the Sultan. How can I speak to the 
Sultan? And you forget — no one 
ever asks a favor of the Sultan with- 
out taking him a present. 

AappIn (Gathering up silver dishes on 


table): Here, Mother. You shall 
take these dishes. They are silver, 
with many rare jewels. I will wrap 
them in a napkin. (He wraps them as 
his mother stares.) 

Moruer: Aladdin, I pray you, forget 
this foolish notion. 

AuappIN: I love the Princess, and I 
shall marry her. Here, Mother, take 
these to the Sultan and tell him 
what I wish. 

Moruer: Very well. I will go to the 
palace. But I am sure the Sultan 
will not even listen to me. (She takes 
up dishes and starts for door at right.) 


Goodbye, my son. I go to do your” 


bidding. (She exits. ALADDIN picks 
up lamp.) 

ALADDIN: With the power of this lamp, 
I can do anything. (Pats lamp) 
What a wonderful treasure! (The 
clap of thunder is heard, and the 
GENIE appears. There is a clap of 
thunder whenever the GENIE appears.) 

Gente: What do you wish? I am 
ready to obey you as your slave, and 
the slave of all those who hold the 
lamp in their hands. 

ALADDIN (Confused for a moment): I 
wish — I wish the Princess Badroul- 
boudour to come here at once. 

Genie: Master, I hear and obey. 
(GENIE exits, and a moment later 
he re-enters with the Princess, then 
exits again.) 

Princess (Rubbing her eyes): Where 
am I? Who are you? 

Axappin: Do not be afraid, beautiful 
Princess. 

Princess (Staring at ALADDIN): I have 
never seen you before. 

Auappin: But I have seen you many 
times as you ride by in your coach. 
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You are as beautiful as the sun and 
moon and stars put together. 
Princess (Looking around her): I do 
not like it here. I wish to return to 
the palace. 

ALADDIN: You will go back to the 

palace soon, beautiful Princess. And 

now, look. I have a present for you. 

See, these pretty stones. (Shows her 

stones) 

Princess (Scooping them up): These 

are diamonds — and emeralds — and 

rubies! They are beautiful. I have 
never seen such large jewels. 

ALADDIN (Puzzled) : Diamonds? Rubies? 

Princess: Did you not know it? 

ALADDIN: Oh — of course. They are 

rare jewels — my present to you. 

(Kneeling before her) Princess, I love 

you and I wish to marry you. My 

mother has gone to the palace to ask 
your hand. 

Princess: Who are you, that you have 

such jewels —and live in such a 

poor place? If you are rich, why do 

you live here? 

ALADDIN (Rising): My name is Alad- 
din. I am richer than you dream — 
and I can give you anything you ask. 

Princess: Anything I ask? Can you 
give me a necklace with a thousand 
diamonds, Aladdin? 

ALADDIN: I will bring it to the palace 
tonight. 

Princess: There is no such necklace 
in the kingdom. 

ALappIN: But I will get it for you. 

Princess: How will you get it, 
Aladdin? 

ALADDIN: I cannot tell you. But I 
promise you I will bring the necklace 
to you tonight. 





Princess (Examining Auappin): I 


like you, Aladdin. You are as hand- 
some as you are rich. And if my 
father gives his consent, I will 
marry you. 

AvappIn: Beautiful Princess, you make 
me the happiest man in the world. 
(Trumpets are heard off, and a voice 
calls, “Make way for the Sultan, 
make way for the Sultan.’’) 

Princess (Frightened): It is my father. 
Perhaps he is coming here. I must 
hide. 

AuappIN (Pointing left): Go into the 
little room there, Princess. I shall 
see that you return to the palace. 
(She exits, left, and ALADDIN gets out 
the lamp and rubs it. The GENIE 
appears.) 

Gente: What do you wish? I am ready 
to obey you as your slave, and the 
slave of all those who hold the lamp 
in their hands. 

AuappIn: Take the Princess back to 
the palace. And bring me trays of 
jewels. 

GeEnIE: Master, I hear and obey. (He 
exits. SLAVES enter carrying trays of 
jewels. They put these down on the 
table and leave. A moment later the 
SutTan enters with the Moruer. 
ALADDIN kneels.) 

Sutran: Rise, Aladdin. I have come 
to see for myself the man who can 
give me such beautiful dishes. 

AuappIN: O Sultan, you shall have 
beautiful dishes and rare jewels like 
these every day if you will give me 
the hand of the Princess in marriage. 
(He gestures at trays of jewels, and 
the SuuTAN looks at them.) 

SuiTan: They are the most wonderful 
jewels I have ever seen. (To 
Morser) Woman, you have told 








the truth about your son. He must 
be rich beyond compare. 

AuappIN: May I marry the Princess, 
O Sultan? 

Suttan: If the Princess wishes to 
marry you, | will give my consent. 
ALADDIN (Eagerly) : I know she will say 

“ves.”’ Let me come to the palace 
tonight and ask her. I will bring her 
a present — a necklace with a thou- 

sand diamonds. 

SuTan: Since she was a little girl, the 
Princess has talked of a necklace 
with a thousand diamonds. But 
there is no such necklace in the 
kingdom. 

AuappIn: I will bring her the necklace 
she wants. 

Suuran: Then come to the palace to- 
night, Aladdin, and we shall see 
what the Princess says. (He exits as 
Moruer and ALADDIN bow.) 

Atappin: Mother, I know I am going 
to marry the Princess. 

Moruer: Aladdin, stop before it is too 
late. Throw the lamp away. 

AappINn: Do not worry, Mother. We 
must make preparations for my 
wedding. (He rubs lamp and GENIE 
appears.) 

GENIE: What do you wish? I am ready 
to obey you as your slave, and the 
slave of all those who hold the lamp 
in their hands. 

ALADDIN: Genie, I want you to build 
me a palace near the Sultan’s. 
Build it of jasper and fine marble. 
Let the walls be gold and silver, the 
windows, diamonds, rubies and em- 
eralds. There must be stables filled 
with the finest horses, and a treasury 
filled with gold. Build me a palace, 
Genie, fit to receive my wife — the 


beautiful Princess Badroulboudour! 
GENIE: Master, I hear and obey. 
CURTAIN 
* * * * 
ScENE 2 

SETTING: A room in the palace of 
Aladdin. 

At Rise: The Princess is seated on a 
couch, surrounded by her Lapres and 
SLAVES. 

Princess: The Lady Janni has not yet 
seen the diamond necklace my hus- 
band Aladdin gave to me before our 
wedding. Show it to her. (A Siave 
takes the necklace from a box and 
shows it to the Lapy JANNI.) 

JANNI: Truly, it is beautiful, Princess. 
I have never seen one like it. 

Princess: The Lady Rega has not 
seen the cloth of silver Aladdin gave 
to me. Show it to her. (A Siave 
displays it.) 

Reea: It is lovely, Princess. Where 
did your husband purchase it? 

Princess: I do not know. Aladdin will 
not tell me. (Sighs) I wish he would 
come home. He has been away for 
many days, and I miss him. 

Maaricitan (Off): New lamps for old, 
new lamps for old. Who will change 
new lamps for old? 

JANNI: Listen to that man. Does he 
really mean he will give us a new 
lamp for an old one? 

Princess: Let us see. Bring him in. 
(A SLAVE exits.) Now, we need an 
old lamp. (Thinks) Oh —I know! 
Aladdin has an old lamp near his 
bed. I have always wanted to throw 
it away, but he will not let me. Bring 
it tome. (A SLAVE exits. A moment 
later, Ist SLAVE enters with Mact- 





CIAN.) 


na 
and 


yet 
1us- 
our 
AVE 
and 


not 
ave 
AVE 


here 


will 
ould 
y for 


old, 
ange 


os he 
new 


m in. 
od an 
now! 
r his 
chrow 
Bring 
oment 
VL AGI- 





Maaician: New lamps for old, new 
lamps for old, who will change new 
lamps for old? Have you an old 
lamp for me, Princess? (The SLAVE 
enters with the lamp, and the Prin- 
cESS takes it.) 

Princess: Here is an old lamp for you. 
Now, give me a new one. (She gives 
him lamp.) 

Magician (T'riumphantly): Ah, Prin- 
cess, you do not know what lamp 
you have given me — and you will 
be sorry for it. (He rubs lamp. GENIE 
appears. The Princess and the 
LapviEs are frightened.) 

GENIE: What do you wish? I am 
ready to obey you as your slave, and 
the slave of all those who hold the 
lamp in their hands. 

Macictan: Carry this palace, and all 
in it, to Africa. 

GENIE: Master, I hear and obey. (He 
exits. Loud noises are heard, the 
LapIEs scream. The PRINCESS runs 
to a window.) 

Princess: Where are we? (Turning to 
Magician) Oh, you wicked man, 
what have you done? 

Maaictan (Smiling evilly): I have 
taken you away from your Aladdin 
forever. Now you will be mine, this 
palace will be mine — and this lamp 
will be mine. 

Princess: Oh, why is Aladdin away? 
He could save us. 

Maaictan: Without this lamp, Alad- 
din could never save you. (He bows.) 
I leave you now, Princess, but I will 
return in a little while. (He exits.) 

Princess: What have I done, oh, 
what have I done? Aladdin’s old 
lamp is a magic lamp, and I did not 
know it. (She cries, as do others. 
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ALADDIN enters and runs to her.) 

ALADDIN: Do not cry, Princess. I will 
save you. 

Princess (J oyfully): Aladdin! 

AuappIn: I have learned of all that has 
happened through this ring that I 
wear. 

Princess: I did not know your lamp 
was magic. 

ALLADIN: It is my fault. I did not tell 
you. But we can get the lamp back. 

Princess: How? 

ALApDDIN: The magician will come here 
soon. When he does, pour him a 
drink from this bottle. (He hands 
her a bottle.) He will drink if you 
ask him to — and when he does, he 
will fall over dead. 

Princess: I will do as you say, Alad- 
din. (She takes bottle, puts it on 
table.) 

AuappiIn: I will hide so that the magi- 
cian does not know I am here. (He 
exits.) 

Princess: I will pour the drink now. 
Give me a glass. (A SLAVE gives her 
a goblet and she pours the drink.) 

JANNI: Will that horrible old man 
really die? 

Princess: Aladdin has said so, and 
Aladdin is one of the wisest men in 
the kingdom. (MaaIctANn enters.) 
Oh, good evening, sir. (She smiles 
at him.) 

Maaicran: Good evening, fair Prin- 
cess. Are you still afraid of me? 

Princess: Oh, no, sir. I wish to be 
your friend. See—TI offer you a 
drink. (She holds goblet out to him.) 

Maaician (Waving it away): I am not 
thirsty now. (Walking around, look- 
ing over room) You have a beautiful 
palace, Princess. 





Princess: I will be glad to show you 


all of it later. (Holding out goblet) 
But now you must be tired. Sit 
down and enjoy a drink. 

Maaician (Suspiciously): Why do you 
want me to drink? 

Princess (Sweetly): Because I made 
this drink for you myself. It con- 
tains honey and rare fruits. Here, 
sir. Drink it to show me you are my 
friend. 

Maaeicitan (Taking goblet): Oh, very 
well. (Holding goblet out to PRINCESS) 
I drink to your health, fair Princess. 
(He drinks, staggers, and falls down.) 

Princess (Running to him and shaking 
him): He is dead! (The LaprEs go to 
him and look at him, while the Prin- 
cess runs to the door.) Aladdin! 
Come quickly. 

Reaa (As ALADDIN enters, she holds up 
lamp she took from MaGictan’s 
pocket): Here is the lamp. 

ALADDIN (Taking it and rubbing 1t): We 
will soon be home. (GENIE appears.) 

GENIE: What do you wish? I am ready 
to obey you as your slave, and the 
slave of all those who hold the lamp 
in their hands. 


ALADDIN: Carry this palace back in- 
stantly to the place from which it 
came. 

Gente: Master, I hear and obey. (He 
exits. Loud noises are heard.) 

JANNI (Running to window): We are 
home! 

Reca (Also at window): There is the 
Sultan. He is coming here. 

Princess (Taking ALADDIN’s hands): 
Oh, Aladdin, you are truly wonder- 
ful. (The Suuran enters with the 
MOoruHER.) 

Sutran: My daughter. Your husband 
has returned you to me. 

Moruer: Aladdin. You are back. 
(They all greet each other happily.) 

ALADDIN (Pointing to MaGIctan): See, 
Mother, the wicked magician is 
dead. He can trouble us no more. 

SuLTAN: Come, everyone, to my pal- 
ace. I wish to hear of all that has 
taken place. I will proclaim ten days 
of rejoicing for my people because 
Aladdin and the Princess have re- 
turned. (He starts to lead them off as 
the curtain falls.) 


THE END 


PRODUCTION NOTES 


ALADDIN 

Characters: 4 male; 4 female; as many male 
and female extras as desired. 

Playing Time: 20 minutes. 

Costumes: See any illustrated edition of 
“Aladdin.” In Scene 1, Aladdin and his 
mother are poorly dressed; in Scene 2, they 
wear finer clothes. Aladdin wears a large 
ring on his finger. His costume in Scene 1 
should have several pockets. The Magician 
should wear the same costume throughout 
the play, but the Princess and the Sultan 
may change costumes, if desired. 

Properties: Scene 1: Sewing, large bag, cloth- 
ing (in drawers of chest), colored stones and 
small lamp for Aladdin, trays of food in 
silver dishes, napkin, trays of jewels. Scene 
2: “Diamond’”’ necklace in box, silver cloth, 


small bottle containing colored liquid, 
goblet, plus the lamp. 

Setting: Scene 1: Aladdin’s home. A poorly 
furnished room with a table at center, sev- 
eral stools, a chest in one corner and a win- 
dow upstage center. The exit at right leads 
to the outside, the one at left to another 
room. Scene 2: A room in the palace. A 
couch for the Princess is at center. Other 
furnishings might include pillows and has- 
socks for the ladies, and some tables. Me 
stage center is a window draped with ric. 
looking material. The room should look as 
luxurious as ible. 

— In addition to the clap of thunder, 
ights might blink whenever the genie 4 
pears. They might also blink when the 
palace is transported. 
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The King’s Toothache 


by Aileen Fisher 
Characters Jupy: Don’t be in such a hurry. . . I 
RONNY Strona Man haven’t come to that yet. 
JupY MAGICIAN Ronny: I bet we could tell the King a 
KING Wise Man thing or two about teeth, Judy. 
CHANCELLOR Roya BAKER Jupy: Sh! Listen. . . (Begins to read 
THREE ATTENDANTS THREE HELPERS again) Now, this was not just an or- 
PROLOGUE dinary toothache that stayed in one 
BEFORE Rise: Ronny and Jupy are in tooth. It was a very active tooth- 
front of curtain with book. Jupy is ache. It started in the second molar 
reading aloud. on the right side of the King’s upper 
Jupy: Once upon a time in a far coun- jaw, jumped across to the lower first 
try there lived a king who was re- bicuspid, back to the lateral incisor, 
nowned for his riches. He had so on to the first molar on the left, and 


much gold and silver piled in his so on. It gave the King no peace. 
counting house that he could scarcely The first day he bore his toothache 


open the door. He had so many with some amusement, wondering 
precious stones and jewels stored in where it would hop next. The second 
his safe he could never find what he day he bore it in stony silence, hop- 


wanted. He had a Queen so young ing it would soon wear itself out. 
and beautiful that he was the envy The third day . . . (Jupy pauses.) 
of every other king on the continent. Ronny: What about the third day, 
Truly, the King had everything — Judy? 

wealth, power, fame, devotion, RO FR 

beauty on every hand. Yet he had Serrina: The King’s court. 

one thing toomany. Hehadatooth- At Rise: Kine is seated on throne, 


ache! holding his jaws in his hands. His 
Ronny: Why didn’t he go to the den- crown is askew. CHANCELLOR hovers 
tist? over him. The THrer ATTENDANTS 
Jupy: There probably weren’t any wait nearby. Jupy and Ronny slip 
dentists . . . once upon a time. out. 
Ronny: Oh. Didn’t people have Kuna: Cold water! (lsr ATTENDANT 
teeth? rushes out.) Hot water! (2np Ar- 
Jupy: Of course. But I don’t think TENDANT rushes out.) Lukewarm 
they knew much about them. water! (3RD ATTENDANT rushes out.) 
Ronny: Then how did the King get CHANcELLOR: A splendid idea, your 
rid of his toothache? Majesty. A little water may be just 





43 











what you need to drown the pain. 

(Rubs hands) You may win your own 
reward! (Shrugs) If not .. . well, 
at this very moment the royal 
Herald is proclaiming your message 
to the populace. Someone is sure to 
think of a remedy. Especially with a 
reward in the offing. I even have a 
suggestion to make myself, your 
Majesty. 

Kinc: What, Chancellor? 

CHANCELLOR: If nothing else works, 
the court Magician may be able to 
pull a guinea pig out of his hat. 

Kina: What for? 

CHANCELLOR: Why, to experiment on. 
You don’t think it a good idea? 

Kina: No. I don’t see what good it 
would be to experiment on a guinea 
pig. I’ve got the toothache. 

CHANCELLOR: Ah. ..er.. . just as 
you say, your Majesty. (lst Ar- 
TENDANT returns with cup of water, 
kneels before KiNG.) 

ATTENDANT: Cold water, your royal 
Highness. (Kina takes sip, gumps 
from throne, holds jaw.) 

Kine: Ouch! Zounds! Take it away. 
(Ist ATTENDANT exits hurriedly, 
almost bumping into 2ND ATTENDANT 
entering with cup.) 

2np ATTENDANT (Kneeling, presenting 
cup): Hot water, your Majesty. 
(Kine takes a sip, doubles over, holds 
jaw.) 

Kine: Ouch! A hundred times ouch! 
Take it away. (2ND ATTENDANT 
going out almost bumps into 3RD 
ATTENDANT coming in.) 

3RD ATTENDANT (Presenting cup): 
Lukewarm water, your Excellency. 

Kine (Taking small sip): Hmmm. Not 

bad. (Takes big gulp) Ouch! Take it 








away. (Holds head) It is all I can do 

to keep my head above water. (38RD 
ATTENDANT goes out with cup.) 

CHANCELLOR: As I was saying, per- 
haps if you had tried the water first 
on a guinea pig. . . 

Kine: All right, all right. Let me see 
your guinea pig. (CHANCELLOR 
claps hand and 1st ATTENDANT ap- 
pears.) 

CHANCELLOR: Find the court Magician 
and bring him here immediately, 
speedily, without delay, at the earli- 
est possible moment. 

ATTENDANT: Yes, honorable Chancel- 
lor. (Runs out) 

CHANCELLOR (Consolingly): I feel it in 
my bones that by this evening every- 
thing will be all right. 

Kina: I wish I could feel it in my teeth. 

CHANCELLOR: With the Herald crying 
the news in every hamlet in the 
realm, we are bound to be deluged 
with remedies. One of them will be 
the perfect cure. 

Kina: I hope it hurries. (1st ATTEND- 
ANT hurries in with MAGICIAN.) 

Maarician (Breathless, bowing): Your 
Majesty .. . 

Kine: Did you bring your hat? 

Maaician (Sweeping hat from behind 
him): That I did. A hat has a great 
pull for a magician. 

Kine: Well, see if you can find a 
remedy in it for my toothache. The 
Chancellor has suggested a guinea 
pig. 

CHANCELLOR: Yes. I understand, | 
Magician, that guinea pigs are be- 
coming very scientific these days. 

Macicran: Oh, is that so? (Shrugs) 
There are some things that I can’t 









understand. Personally I prefer 
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rabbits. (Makes motions over hat) 
Hocus pocus dominocus, locus cro- 
cus, get in focus. (Looks in hat )Well, 
Tete s)3. 

CHANCELLOR: What is it? 

Kine: A remedy? There is a reward, 
Magician, for anyone who can cure 
my toothache. What do you have in 
your hat? 

Maarcian: Not a guinea pig, your 
Majesty. Norarabbit. A...a... 
thin little piece of wood. That is all. 
(Holds out toothpick) I am sure it is 
an omen of one sort or another. Ah, 
I know! Something is wedged be- 
tween your teeth. That is what 
causes the toothache. 

Kine: Between what teeth? 

Maaricran: Only the ones that ache, 
your Majesty. (Holds out toothpick) 

Kina: They all ache! 

Maarcran: Then I suggest that you 
pick all your teeth with this little 
pick. It appears a toothpick is the 
nearest thing to curing a toothache 
my hat is capable of producing. 

Kine (Taking toothpick, trying it be- 
tween two teeth): Ouch! Zounds! 
Take your old toothpick and try it 
on @ guinea pig! Be gone. (Mact- 
CIAN scurries out in fright.) 

CHANCELLOR: That’s just what I said 
in the first place, your Majesty. Try 
it on a guinea pig. ... (2np Ar- 
TENDANT runs in, kneels before KiNG.) 

2np ATTENDANT: Your royal High- 
ness, the Strong Man of the king- 
dom has just come into the waiting 
room. He says he heard the an- 
nouncement of your ache and has 
come to propose a cure. In fact, he 
has thought of not one cure, but 
two. 
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CHANCELLOR (Rubbing his hands): Ah, 
two. Now according to the law of 
averages two will be much better 
than one... . 

Kine: Show the Strong Man in im- 


mediately. (2ND ATTENDANT runs 
out.) 

CHANCELLOR: I told you, your Ma- 
jesty! 


Kine: What did you tell me? 

CHANCELLOR: That your tooth is all 
but cured already. 

Kine: That’s what you think! (2NpD 
ATTENDANT hurries in with StRONG 
MAN, waits nearby to watch. Other 
two ATTENDANTS stick heads in to 
watch too.) 

Srrone Man: King of the realm, I 
have come with two suggestions. 
But first I suggest that you look at 
my teeth. (Opens mouth wide. Kine 
peers in.) Well, what did you see? 

Kine: The usual thing. Teeth. Per- 
haps somewhat bigger than most. 

Srronac Man: And stronger, - your 
Majesty! Definitely stronger. And 
do you know why? 

Kina: From associating with you, no 
doubt. 

Srrone Man: Not at all. Anyone can 
have strong teeth. It’s just a ques- 
tion of exercise. 

Kina: Exercise? 

CHANCELLOR: You mean running... 
jumping. . . vaulting? 

Strona Man: I mean exercise of the 
teeth! Your Majesty, I am afraid 
you do not exercise properly. You 
do not chew enough. Therefore your 
teeth are weak. Therefore they ache. 
I recommend hardtack. 

Kine: My dear man, I can’t abide 
hardtack. And I am sure my teeth 











could never stand the strain. They 
would go all to pieces. Ouch! The 
very thought of it sends that ache 
jumping around again. 

CHANCELLOR: The King is right. What 
kind of King would he be. . . to eat 
a tack? A hard tack. But you said 
you had two remedies. What is the 
other? 

Srrone Man: Very simple. I shall be 
glad to do it for you with a twist of 
my wrist. 

Kine: Do what? 

Strona Man: Why, pull out the of- 
fending tooth, your Majesty. It is, 
after all, the obvious solution. 
(Takes big patr of pliers from pocket) 
See. I merely fit these jaws around 
your tooth . . . and pull. It is soon 
over. 

Kine: No. No. 

StronGc Man: But one little tooth. . . 

CHANCELLOR: That is just the trouble. 
It is not one little tooth. This is a 
jumping toothache the King suffers. 
Now it is here, now there. You 
would have to pull out all his teeth. 

Strone Man (Backing out): Oh. Ex- 
cuse me. That is more than I bar- 
gained for. 

Kine (Angrily, clapping hands for 
ATTENDANTS): Clap him in prison. 
Pull out my teeth, indeed. Without 
teeth how could I put teeth in my 
laws! (ATTENDANTS take STRONG 
MAN out.) 

Kina (Holding jaw): That was a close 
shave. 

CHANCELLOR: I’m so happy about the 

guinea pig. Imagine, if the Magi- 

cian had pulled one out of his hat, 
the Strong Man might have pulled 
all its teeth. Poor thing. (3rp At- 





TENDANT runs 
throne.) 

3rp ATTENDANT: Your Majesty, the 
Wise Man has come. He has a big 
book and two pairs of glasses. 

CHANCELLOR: Ah, now we are getting 
somewhere. 

Kine: Bring him in without delay. 
(ATTENDANT hurries out.) 

CHANCELLOR: Courage, your Majesty. 
Relief is in sight. 

Kine: What a relief that will be. I 
have no stomach for a toothache, 
Chancellor. (8rp ATTENDANT brings 
in Wise Man, stays to listen.) 

Wise Man: Honored King .. . (As 
he bows, he almost drops the book.) 
Kine: I am glad to see you, Wise Man. 
In fact, I can’t wait. (Holds jaw) 

What cure have you discovered? 

Wise Man: First, there is the matter 
of the reward, your Majesty. You 
© a 

Kine: Come, don’t worry about the 
reward. We have plenty of money 
in the treasury, I assure you. 

Wise Man: What I am trying to say 
is. . . I am not interested in the re- 
ward. I don’t want it. 

CHANCELLOR (Looking at him in amaze- 
ment): You don’t want it! 

Wise Man: I am interested in learning 
for learning’s sake. Money means 
nothing to me. I just want to make 
this clear in the beginning, as a 
matter of principle. 

Kine: Of course, of course. Now let’s 
come to the point. What pearls of 
wisdom do you have up your sleeve? 

Wise Man (Adjusting glasses, finding 

place in book): Your Majesty, it ap- 

pears that you are too civilized for 
your own good. 
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Kine: What’s that you say? 

Wise Man: You are definitely too 
civilized. I have it here on good 
authority that skulls of primitive 
men show teeth in excellent condi- 
tion. Excellent. Even as late as 
4000 B.c. the Egyptians had strong, 
healthy teeth, practically free of 
cavities. 

CHANCELLOR: What, no toothaches? 

Kine: The Egyptians! Come, Wise 
Man, let us not waste time on the 
Egyptians in 4000 B.c. 

Wise Man: But, your Majesty, this 
discovery is of the utmost import- 
ance. Don’t you see? It proves that 
as civilization went uphill, teeth 
started to go downhill. Yours, for 
instance. 

Kine: And what is the remedy for that, 
may I ask? Are you suggesting that 
civilized men go back to the days of 
the cavemen in order to get rid of 
their toothaches? Are you suggest- 
ing thatI... 

Wise Man: That is more or less what 
I had in mind. It is the most logical 
conclusion I can draw from all the 
evidence. (Changes glasses, consults 
book) You will be interested in know- 
ing, I am sure, that before the white 
man arrived in the Arctic the aver- 
age Eskimo had broad jaws and 
beautiful teeth. Beautiful. 

Kine: You are advising me to become 
an Eskimo? 

Wise Man: No, no. Do not misunder- 
stand me. A caveman would be 
simpler. I have gone into the sub- 
ject very thoroughly, and I find that 
there are a number of caves available 
right here in your own kingdom, 
your Majesty. Empty and waiting. 
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Kina (Rising angrily): You can cut 
your wisdom teeth on this, Wise 
Man: Once and for all, I would 
rather have a toothache than live in 
a cave! 

CHANCELLOR (Taking Wisk MaAn’s 
arm, urging him out): There is some- 
thing to what the King says. After 
all, caves are dark and drafty. He 
might get something much worse 
than a toothache, you know. 

Wise Man: That thought hadn’t oc- 
curred to me. But I shall be glad to 
go into the matter, Chancellor. I 
might make you a report on pains 
that are worse than a toothache... 
(Goes out) 

Kine: Of all the silly ideas. Me, a 
caveman. No wonder he didn’t 
want a reward! (Holds head) Oh, oh. 
What am I going to do? 

CHANCELLOR: Something will come 
along, Sir, don’t worry. It always 
does. (Ist ATTENDANT comes in ex- 
citedly, kneels.) 

lst AtrenDANT: Your Majesty, the 
royal Baker and his three helpers 
are awaiting your pleasure. They 
have worked tooth and nail on a 
solution for your toothache, and 
they are anxious to present the fruits 
of their labor. 

Kine: Show them in. (lst ATTENpD- 
ANT goes out, returns with Roya 
Baker and Turee HEwpers laden 
with dishes of real or imaginary food. 
They all bow as well as they can under 
the circumstances.) 

Kina: You have thought of something, 
Baker? 

Baker: Not only have we thought, 
your royal Highness. We have 
created. (He and Hexpers hold out 





dishes.) You see, I have a theory. I 
believe it is your sweet-tooth acting 
up, craving a little pie, perhaps .. . 
(Holds out dish enticingly) 

lst Hevpsr: Cake, cookies, tarts... 

2np Hevper: Strudel, gingerbread, 
pastry... 

3RD HeLper: Pudding, cream puffs, 
chocolate eclairs . . . 

Baker: If you taste our toothsome 
morsels, I believe you will forget all 
about your toothache. 

CHANCELLOR (Eyeing the goodies): 
Could be, your Majesty. After all, 
it’s been a whole hour since you 
dipped into that box of chocolates. 

Kina: A whole hour! (Reaches for one 
of BAKER’s pies . . . but just then 
there is a great commotion at the door. 
Ronny and Jupy burst into the room 
with ATTENDANTS after them.) What’s 
this? 

CHANCELLOR: Halt, in the name of the 
King. 

Ronny: Stop, your Highness. In the 
name of common sense don’t eat 
that pie. 

Jupy: Don’t touch that layer cake! 

Kine: And who are you to be giving 
orders to the King? (Looks at them 
curiously) Where did you come 
from? I have never seen the likes of 
you before. Who are you? How did 
you get here? 

CHANCELLOR: Explain yourselves, on 
pain of imprisonment. 

Ronny: Well, your Honor, we come 
from the United States of America. 

Kine: Never heard of it. Did you, 
Chancellor? 

CHANCELLOR: Never. 

Jupy: Of course, you didn’t. Because, 








you see, you’re way behind the 
times. 

Kine: How’s that? 

Ronny: You're living back in Once 
Upon a Time. We’re living in the 
present. I tell you, we had quite a 
job getting way back here. 

Jupy: We had to come by rocket, in 
reverse. 

Kina: In reverse? 

Ronny: Yes, the rocket was geared to 
go backward in time instead of for- 
ward. We got the idea of coming 
when we were reading the story 
about your toothache. 

Kine: Do you mean to say there is a 
story about my toothache? 

Jupy: Oh yes. You can’t imagine all 
the different stories that are pub- 
lished in the United States. 

Ronny: Well, anyway, we got here in 
time, I’m glad to say. (He glares at 
Baker and Hevpers and they shrink 
back. Then he turns to Kina.) We 
brought along the modern remedy 
for preventing toothache, your 
Honor. 

Jupy: Of course, you can’t expect to 
have good strong teeth overnight. 
Not the way you’ve been living. 

Kina: And how have I been living? 

Jupy: Behind the times. Though I 
realize you couldn’t help it. 

CHANCELLOR: And you are able to 
bring us up to date? 

Ronny: Right. It might take a while 

. . 80 we brought our pajamas and 
our toothbrushes. 

Kine: Tooth . . . brushes? 

Ronny: That’s part of it. Tooth- 
brushes. From now on you must use 
one after every meal. 

CHANCELLOR: What a novel idea. 
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Jupy: Then there’s the matter of vita- 
mins. 

Kine: What under the sun are vita- 
mins? 

Ronny: Only one has to do with the 
sun, Sir. Vitamin D. It’s called the 
sunshine vitamin. You need it for 
good sound teeth. You need Vita- 
min C, too. And A. 

BakER (Suddenly): Excuse me, your 
Majesty, but I think I smell some- 
thing burning in the kitchen. The 
royal partridge! 

ist Hevper: The royal gravy! 

2np Hewper: The royal macaroni! 

3rD Hevper: The royal stuffing! (They 
hurry out.) 

Ronny: We'll have to tell your cooks 
a thing or two about sweets. They’re 
bad for the teeth. Hereafter, your 
Honor, you must keep your sweet- 
tooth under lock and key. 

Kine: All of it? 

Jupy: Most of it. You can have some 
sweet things . . . but not between 
meals. Not if you want to stay rid 
of your toothache. 

Kine: What else? 

Ronny: Minerals. 
erals. 

CHANCELLOR: Ah, there should be no 
difficulty about that. Our kingdom 
is rich in minerals. Gold, silver, 
platinum... 

Ronny: Calcium, phosphorus and iron 
are much more important. 

Kine: You don’t say! When did that 
happen? 

Ronny: Somewhere between your time 
and ours. You see, we are giving you 
all the benefit of our experience. We 
havea list here. . . (Holds up paper) 


You'll need min- 
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CHANCELLOR: Very kind of you, in- 
deed. And do you guarantee a cure? 

Jupy: We guarantee this: If you follow 
instructions about brushing your 
teeth and eating properly, and if you 
tell your royal subjects to do the 
same thing, toothaches will be a 
thing of the past in the entire king- 
dom. It’s just a matter of time. 

CHANCELLOR: And how can we be 
sure? (Ronny and Jupy look at each 
other. They hadn’t thought of that.) 

Jupy (Suddenly): You can look at our 
teeth as a shining example. (Opens 
mouth. RONNY does too.) 

Kine and CHANCELLOR (Impressed): 
They certainly are shining. And 
they don’t ever ache? 

Ronny and Jupy: Never. 

Kinc: Hmmm. Since you say there is 
some time lag involved, I do not see 
how we can give you the entire re- 
ward at this time. 

Ronny: Oh, we didn’t come for the re- 
ward, Sir. We were just sorry be- 
cause you had a toothache and didn’t 
know what to do about it. 

Jupy: We just wanted to tell you some 
of the facts of life. We weren’t think- 
ing of a reward. But. . . (Gets an 
idea) look, is there a royal printer in 
the kingdom? 

Kine: Of course. 

Jupy: Then instead of giving us a re- 
ward, give the money to the royal 
printer and have him print this list 
so every person in the realm can have 
a copy. (Takes list from Ronny and 
hands it to KiNG.) 

Kine: No sooner said than done. 
(Claps for ATTENDANT, gives list to 
him) See that copies of this are 
printed immediately. 














ATTENDANT: Yes, your Majesty. (Takes 
paper and runs out) 

CHANCELLOR: Just a moment, your 
Majesty. What was on that paper? 
We can’t have just anything circu- 
lated in this kingdom, you know. 
We have to watch our p’s and q’s 
around here. 

Jupy: Don’t worry, Mr. Chancellor. 
There weren’t any p’s and q’s on it 
— just a’sand c’s. Just a list of foods 
with Vitamin A and Vitamin C. 

CHANCELLOR: We can’t have any dyna- 
mite on the loose in the kingdom. 

Ronny: There wasn’t any dynamite. 
Just some facts about minerals. 

CHANCELLOR: We can’t have anything 
that might causes brushes with the 
enemy. 

Jupy: Don’t worry, Sir. The only 

brushes on that list are toothbrushes. 








Nore: Here is a copy of the sheet to be distributed. 


How to Take Care or Your TEETH 


1. EAT THE RIGHT FOOD EACH DAY 


One quart of milk a day (1 pint for adults). 





Kine (Sighing happily): I feel it in my 
bones, to say nothing of my teeth, 
that everything is going to work out 
happily ever after. (Holds out hand 
to Ronny and Jupy) My friends, you 
can’t imagine how grateful I am 
that you came to my rescue. Why, 
but for you, I might have had to be- 
come an Eskimo. Or a caveman. 
Imagine! A caveman! (There is a 
sudden disturbance at the back of the 
audience. ATTENDANTS and HELPERS 
run in with typed or mimeographed 
lists.) 

ATENDANTS: Extra! Extra! Read all 
about it. 

Hewrers: How to Take Care of Your 
Teeth in a Nutshell! (They begin to 
distribute the sheets to the audience as 
the curtain falls.) 

THE END 





One serving of potatoes and two other vegetables (espe- 
cially green-leaf and raw). ' 


Citrus fruit or tomatoes every day. Also other fruit. 


Meat, fish, or poultry every day. 


At least four eggs a week. 


Whole-wheat bread or whole-wheat cereal at every meal. 


Butter or margarine. 








in my Foods High in Vitamin A (needed for good teeth): 








teeth, Liver, milk, butter, cheese, cream, fortified mar- 
rk out garine, green leafy vegetables, yellow vegetables. 
em Foods High in Vitamin C (needed for good teeth) : 
I am Citrus fruits and tomatoes (fresh or canned), raw 
Why, vegetables, potatoes. 
“ be- Foods High in Minerals (needed for good teeth): 
eri Milk, butter, cheese, liver and other lean meats, 
of the leafy vegetables, whole-wheat bread and cereals, egg 
‘LPERS yolk, nuts, dried peas and beans, dried fruits. 
raphed 

2. BRUSH TEETH IMMEDIATELY AFTER EATING. 
ad all 

3. GET A CHECK-UP BY THE DENTIST EVERY 4 TO 6 MONTHS. 
f Your 
egin to 
ence as 


PRODUCTION NOTES 


Tue Kina’s ToorHacHE 


Characters: 7 male; 1 female; 3 Attendants 
and 3 Baker’s Helpers may be male or fe- 
male. 

Playing Time: 20 minutes. 

Costumes: Ronny and Judy wear modern 
clothes. The King’s crown is askew and he 
wears a royal robe. The 3 Attendants and 
the Chancellor are in Court dress. The 
Strong Man may wear rough clothes and he 
carries a pair of pliers in his pocket. The 
Wise Man may wear a scholarly robe; he 
wears one pair of glasses and carries an- 
other and a book. e Magician carries a 
top hat with a toothpick in it. The Royal 
Baker should wear a large white apron and 
Baker’s hat; his 3 Helpers should alwo wear 
aprons. The Baker and his Helpers enter 
carrying large trays of “pastry.” 

Prepeti: Book for gy & and Ronny; 3 cups 
of water; overnight bags for Judy and 
Ronny at the end; sheet of paper; mimeo- 
graphed sheets (optional). 

Setting: Throne room of the King. 

Lighting: No special effects. 
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Easter Bunny Magic 1 

h 

by June Barr No} 

k 

Characters Easter Bunny: (Looking closely at{?4' 

Easter BuNNY PETE them over his large spectacles): You V 
Nora JANET believe in love and happiness, don’t h 
DAVE BEVERLY you? And having fun? P 
Sam LINDA CHILDREN: Well, yes . . . of course... lays 
BILLY BLUEBIRD Easter Bunny: That’s why you see No! 
SertinG: Back yard of Bruuy’s home. me. Just keep on believing in love Dav 
At Rise: Easter Bunny, with huge and happiness and having fun, and if 
basket on his arm, ts hurrying busily you'll see. That’s enough magic tol “ 
around hiding eggs in shrubbery, con- make things work. As long as you No 
sulting long list before placing each believe in them, there will be anf ~ 
egg. Nora and Dave enter left. Easter Bunny, and Easter eggs for st 
Nora: I don’t think Billy will come children to find. And now, I must Dav 
out and play. It’s almost time for get back to work, I have such a long h 
his Easter egg hunt. Imagine! An list this year. Let’s see, — under the b 
Easter egg hunt! syringa bush — (Bends down to put Noi 
Dave: Isn’t it silly! I’m glad we said egg under bush, and catches sleeve on it 
we wouldn’t come! — Say — who’s branches. Sets basket and list on] ® 
that? (Nodding toward Easter grass, loosens sleeve, places egg in lc 
Bunny) He’s hiding something — bush and as they are intent on this, I 
Nora: It looks like — BLUEBIRD flies out of shrubs back left,|__ P 
Dave: Oh, no! It can’t be! hops around basket, cocks head in- Da’ 
Nora: The Easter Bunny! quiringly, then takes list and flies} ™ 
Dave: There isn’t any such thing! back to disappear in bushes again). " 
Nora: Of course not! Let’s—let’s Nora: That’s a very pretty egg. i L 
talk to him. (Dave follows her.) Easter Bunny: Yes, my eggs are all} u 
Hello. Are you the Easter Bunny? especially pretty this year. Well, ! ( 
Easter Bunny (Absenily): Yes, yes, must hurry — (Picks up basket, hur- fi 
of course. (Looking at list) Now, let’s ries out gate, back right. Nora and No 
see — in the daffodils — Dave walk slowly to front) a 
Dave: Then how come we can see you? Nora (Rubbing her eyes): Goodness! Day 
The Easter Bunny is like fairies, you Was — was he really there? b 
can only see him if you believe in Dave: I know a way to tell — let's Y 
him. And we don’t believe in you. look for the Easter eggs! (Nora Noi 
Nora: No—no, we don’t believe in 


you. 
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follows him eagerly, and they poke in D 
bushes) I know what let’s do — let's ~*' 


ly at 
You 
don’t 


ea. 
Uu see 
_ love 
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in). 


— let’s 


gather up all the Easter eggs we find, 
and when Billy has his party the 
children won’t find a single egg! 
Won’t that be funny? (Laughs 
heartily) 

Nora (Shocked): Oh, Dave! It seems 
kind of mean! It’ll spoil the party! 

Dave: Oh, we'll give them back! 
We'll just wait till they hunt and 
hunt and don’t find any, then we'll 
pop out and give them all the eggs 
at once! 

Nora: But the fun is in finding them! 

Dave: Well, they can hide them again 
if they want to! Come on! (Searches 
eagerly) 

Nora: Oh, I don’t know. I don’t think 
—(Pokes half-heartedly, then comes to 
stand behind Dave) Find any, Dave? 

Dave: No. That’s funny! I saw where 
he put them — but I can’t remem- 
ber. I can’t see any. 

Nora: I can’t see any either. Maybe 
it’s part of the magic. The Easter 
Bunny said we have to believe in 
love and happiness and having fun. 
It isn’t loving to spoil our friends’ 
party. 

Dave: Magic! Don’t be silly! I’ll find 
some. Say! What’s this? (Pulls list 
out of bush) Why, it’s the Easter 
Bunny’s list! Looks as though a bird 
tried to use it in building a nest! 
(Dances and whoops) Now we can 
find the eggs! 

Nora: I—I still don’t think we 
should, Dave. 


if Dave (Consulting list): Under lilac 


bush. (Hurries to downstage right) 
Yes, here it is! 





(Nora 
joke in 
— let’s 


Nora (As Dave hands her an Easter 
egg): Oh! Isn’t it pretty! 
Dave: Here’s another! And another! 
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(Consulting list, he hurries from bush 
to bush picking up eggs. Nora re- 
moves her scarf, puts the eggs into it, 
exclaiming over their beauty.) See! I 
told you there’s no magic about it! 
We found them, didn’t we? 

Nora: Well, not by ourselves! Not 
until you found the list in the bush! 

Dave (Tosses list onto bushes): That’s 
all for this garden! Come on, let’s 
hide here some place and wait. Oh- 
oh! Here comes the Easter Bunny! 

Nora (As Easter Bunny approaches 
gate, eyes to ground, searching): Oh, 
Dave! What’ll we do! (Dave takes 
scarf full of eggs and tucks them out 
of sight behind bench as EastTErR 
Bunny enters through gate.) 

Easter Bunny: Where, oh where, can 
it have got to! I’m lost without that 
list! Next year I’ll ask Mrs. Easter 
Bunny to make two copies! Oh, 
hello, children. Have you seen my 
list? 

Dave (Pointing to bush): Is — that it? 

Easter Bunny: Oh, yes! (As he re- 
trieves list) This is it! Thank good- 
ness! Thank you, children! Happy 
Easter! (Hurries out gate) 

Dave: Now! Oh, wait! (Other chil- 
dren are heard off left, and Nora and 
Dave walk toward them as they enter 
left, Bruty and Sam carrying a card 
table, Linpa carrying a tablecloth, 
BEVERLY, cups and JANET, paper 
napkins.) 

Bitty: Hi, Dave. Hello, Nora. Did 
you change your minds and decide 
to come to the party? 

Dave: Of course not! Easter egg hunts 
are for babies. 

Nora: We don’t believe in the Easter 
Bunny! 








Sam: Well, the Easter Bunny is real, 
even if you don’t believe in him. 
Pere: Do you suppose he’s been here 
yet? (Takes quick peek in bushes) 
Linpa: No fair looking yet! Wait for 

the party to begin! 

Bitty: Mom said to put the table in 
the middle of the grass. (They put it 
down, and girls begin to set tt.) 

JANET: Oh, isn’t this fun! 

Bevery: As much fun as Christmas! 

Sam: We'll have lots of fun hunting for 
the Easter eggs! 

Pere: And eating the sandwiches and 
cocoa! 

Linpa: Let’s go back in the house and 
get them now! Then we can begin 
the party! 

Briiy (As all exit left, laughing and 
chattering): Sure you won’t stay, 
Dave, Nora? The party will be 
more fun if all the friends are to- 
gether. (Others urge also) 

Dave and Nora: No, thanks ... 
thanks just the same... . 

Nora (As others disappear): I feel ter- 
rible. 

Dave: Well —I didn’t think — 

Nora: Let’s put the Easter eggs back! 
Please, Dave! 

Dave: All right. We'll do it. 

Nora: Oh, good! And we'll put them 
exactly where they were before! 
Dave: Here — (Hands Nora the eggs, 
which he takes from behind bench) 
You hold them, and I’ll put them 
back, just where they were! (Goes to 
bush at left, Nora hands him an egg, 

and he hesitates) 

Nora: What is it, Dave? 

Dave: I — I’ve forgotten where I got 
them! (Tries various places, shaking 
head) 
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Nora: Oh, Dave! It must be the 
magic. We’ve spoiled the party, and 
— Oh, Dave, (Beginning to cry) I’m 
just not happy at all! 

Dave: Don’t cry, Nora! It’s all right! 
We'll just put them in the shrubs, 
here and there! (Starts to hide eggs) 

Nora: Oh, that won’t do at all! The 
children can’t find eggs we hide! 
We’re not the Easter Bunny! 

Dave: Well — that’s right, I suppose. 
If only we had that list! I know! 
We'll find the Easter Bunny and tell 
him about it, and he can come back 
and hide the eggs again! Come on! 


(He takes the eggs from Nora, andy 


pulling her along, they exit through 
gate, stopping to hide eggs again be- 
hind bench.) 

Easter Bunny (Entering through gate 
after Nora and Dave are offstage) 
Well, another Easter delivery over! 
Just this one more place to check — 
Well! What’s this! (Picks up scarf full 
of eggs) My eggs! All gathered up, 
and hidden behind this bench! Huh! 
Someone has been up to some tricks! 
I’ll just hide them again. Let’s see— 
(Consults his list) — under the lilac 
No! I’ll fool whoever it was. I’ll hide 
them in different places! (He scur- 
ries around, hiding eggs) There! 
Now I can go home and start deco- 
rating next year’s eggs! (Lays 
on bench, stops at gate to wave al 
audience) Happy Easter, everyone! 
(Tosses list down by gate and disap- 
pears as Nora and Dave enter left) 

Dave: I told you it was all silly! If 
there were an Easter Bunny, we 
would have found him somewhere. 


Ne 





There are lots of children around 
here to leave eggs for. 
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Nora: But there is an Easter Bunny! 
We saw him! 

Dave: We just thought we did! And I 
sure don’t see him now! (Leans over 
gate, looking up and down street, then 
turns back) Nora! This looks like 
— (Picks up list) It is! It’s the list! 

Nora: The Easter Bunny must have 
dropped it again as he left! Come 
on, let’s get busy before the others 
come back! (She sees scarf and picks 
it up from bench as DAvE straightens 
up from looking behind bench; be- 
wildered, they stare at the scarf and 
each other.) 

Dave: The eggs! They’re gone! 

Nora: Gone! But they can’t be! They 
just can’t be! 

Dave: See? I told you! We didn’t 
have them at all! We just dreamed 
it! 

Nora: Then how did my scarf get here 
on the bench? And the list! That’s 
real! 

Dave: The list! Let’s begin all over 
again! If all this magic you talk 
about is real, maybe the eggs just 
vanished back into their right places! 
Let’s see — first the lilac bush — 
(They run to lilac bush at upstage 
right, Dave looks, shakes head, runs 
to next place, followed by Nora, until 
all have been searched. They wander 
dejectedly back to lilac bush and poke 
again.) 

Nora: First we had the eggs and no 
list, and now we have the list and no 
eggs! Oh, Dave, what shall we do? 

Dave (As voices sound, off left): Well, 
here they come for the party. It’s 





sround 


too late to do anything now. Me 
and my jokes! 
Nora: Oh, dear! We've spoiled all 
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their fun! (Dave pulls her behind 
lilac bush, in view of audience but 
hidden from other children who enter 
left, chattering excitedly, and place 
pitcher of cocoa and plate of sand- 
wiches on table.) 

Brtiy: Everything’s ready! Mom said 
we could look for the Easter eggs! 

Pere: Oh, boy! Let’s go! 

Linpa: Hope I find the most, and get 
first prize! (They search, laughing 
and talking, as Nora and Dave look 
sheepishly at each other.) 

Dave: I — I guess I’d better tell them. 
(Nora nods agreement.) 

Janet: Oh, I’ve found one! I’ve found 
the first one! (Nora and Dave are 
startled. Nora almost shows herself, 
but Dave pulls her back.) 

BEVERLY: I’ve found the second one! 

Sam: I have one! A big chocolate one! 

Bitty: Oh, and just look at this one! 
(All the children find eggs, and ex- 
claim happily.) 

Nora: Dave! They’re finding eggs! 
Easter eggs! 

Dave: They’re all in new places! 

Nora: It’s — it’s the magic, it must 
be! Love and happiness and having 
fun! 

Dave: The Easter Bunny magic! 
works! It works! 

Pere: Who’s that? Who’s there? (He 
looks behind bush.) 

Sam (As all gather round): Oh, it’s 
Nora and Dave! 

Bitty: Oh, you came after all! I’m 
glad! Come on and join the fun! 

Nora: We were going to play a joke on 
you. 

Bitty: Oh, come on! You can tell us 
about it some other time! (Pulls 
DAVE out) 


It 








Linpa: Come on, Nora! I’ve found turns to show Nora, just as she turns 
three over here! (She pulls Nora from across the stage to show him one 
out, and all scatter and begin the she has found. They laugh happily, 
search again, talking eagerly. Dave turn back to search) 
finds an Easter egg. He grins and THE END 


PRODUCTION NOTES 


Easter Bunny Maaic 


Characters: 5 male; 4 female; Bluebird may 
be male or female. 

Playing Time: 15 minutes. 

Costumes: Everyday dress. Children could 
wear jackets and caps. Nora wears a scarf. 
The Easter Bunny should wear gray, 
brown or white. He could have long ears 
and an enormous cotton tail. 


Properties: Large basket filled with Easter 
eggs, long list, card table, tablecloth, cups, 
paper napkins, pitcher, plate of sand- 
wiches. 

Setting: Back yard of Billy’s home. There 
should be shrubs, cardboard or cut greens, 
in all four corners of the stage. There is a 
cardboard picket fence running across the 
back of the stage with a gate at upstage 
right which may be used for exits and en- 
trances. Paper flowers stretch across the 
back, along the fence, and upstage center 
there is a worn garden bench. 


Lighting: No special effects. ' 
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Part Three 


Lower Grades 








Spring Is Here 


by Sally Werner 


Characters 
Droop, a sad old goblin 
Gay, a happy young elf 
RoBIN 
Bears, two 
Boys, four 
GEESE 
APRIL 
FLOWERS, four 
Birps, four 

Time: The spring. 

Pace: Outdoors. 

At Rise: Droop is sitting dejectedly at 
the back of the stage. 

Droop: The day is dark and the skies 
are gray. Where is Spring? She 
should be on her way. It’s shivering 
cold. (Wraps coat closer) Oh dear! 
This is going to be an awful year. 
(Gay enters, skipping about.) 

Gay: Good morning, Droop. 

Droop: There’s nothing good about it, 
Gay. 

Gay: Why do you look so sad and 
worried? Now really — things are 
not that bad. 

Droop: Oh yes they are. How can you 
look so happy on such a dark and 
gloomy day? I wonder why Spring 
doesn’t come. Surely she has for- 
gotten about us and passed us by. 

Gay: Oh, come now, Droop. Spring 
will come along soon, but in the 
meantime let’s have some fun. Come 


on — there are so many things to do. 
Then you'll forget the gloomy days. 
Come on Droop, let’s play. (Holds 
hand out to Droop) 

Droop: Oh, no! I’m going to stay 
right here and wait for Spring. I 
can’t play when the weather is like 
this. (Gay leaves, singing and skip- 
ping.) 

Droop: How can she dance and sing 
when winter stays so long. (Sighs) 
Oh dear, oh dear, Spring is very late 
—very late this year. (Rosin 
enters.) 

Rosin: Hello Droop. 

Droop: Hello Robin. Isn’t it cold? 

Rosin: Yes, but you'll feel better if 
you move around. Then you forget 
about the cold. (RoBIN hops around.) 

Droop: I can’t forget it. It makes me 
feel so stiff and aching. And I feel 
tired just from watching you hop. 
Why don’t you rest awhile and wait 
for Spring, Robin? 

Rosin: I really haven’t any time to 
stop and rest, you know. My good- 
ness, I must hurry on my way. It’s 
almost time to build my nest. 
(Leaves) 

Droop (Looks up at sky): Clouds are 
gathering in the north. Brrr, it feels 
like snow. (BEars enter.) 

Droop: Hello, old bears. You cer- 
tainly are looking poorly. I never 








noticed it before. Ah, it’s an awful 
year. (Sigh) I don’t have any appe- 
tite at all. 

lst Bear: Oh, we've been sleeping — 
didn’t you know? We hibernate in 
the winter-time. 

2np Bear: Come along with us and 
find something to eat. We're just 
as hungry as can be. Come on, 
Droop. 

Droop (Shakes head): No — no, not I. 
The air is so chilly that I’m not 
hungry. This isn’t the day for me 
to eat my fill. (Brars leave.) 

Droop: Dear me it’s cold. This is 
going to be an awful season. (Boys 
with kites enter.) 

lst Boy: Hello, Droop. 
fine wind? 

Droop: Goodness, no! I don’t like it. 
I’m waiting for Spring. 

2nd Boy: Come with us to fly our 
kites. 

3rD Boy: Come on, Droop. Just hear 
the March winds blow. 

Droop: Brrr! I can feel it. (Wraps 
coat closer) Seems like Spring should 
be here now. But it’s cold — too 
cold. 

4TH Boy: I like March. 
Wow! 
leave.) 

Droop: I can’t enjoy these cold winds. 
It seems as if they blow and blow 
forever. (GEESE come “flying” in.) 

GesgssE: Hello, Droop. 

Droop: Hello, Geese. Where are you 
going? 

Geese: North. We're on our way 
north. It’s late you know. Why do 
you look so sad? 

Droop: It’s the weather—the weather’s 
bad. Cold, and damp, with no sign 


Isn’t this a 


It’s windy! 
Come on, let’s go. (They 
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of Spring. Keeps a person wonder- 
ing if it will ever come. 

GrEsE: Come on, we must fly away. 
Goodbye, Droop. We haven’t time 
to stay. (They leave, chattering to 
each other.) 

Droop: Silly geese, — going north, of 
all places. They seem so excited and 
gay, — don’t know any better, I 
guess. My goodness, the sky is dark. 
(Sigh) Oh dear, oh dear. (APRIL 
enters, scattering showers) 

Apriu: A rain drop here, a rain drop 
there, will bring out flowers every- 
where. 

Droop: Stop April! It’s chilly enough 
without all that rain. 

Apri: Come, Droop, this is no time to 
fret. A rain drop here, a rain drop 
there will bring out flowers every- 
where. (Aprit leaves.) 

Droop: I don’t like these dismal 
showers. Makes me full of aches and 
pains. (FLowers and Brrps enter, 
chattering and laughing.) 

lst FLower: April’s rain brings flowers 
and birds. 

2ND FLower: Crocus, 

3RD FLower: Violet, 

4TH Ftower: Mayflower, 

ist Brrp: Wren, 

2nD Brrp: Oriole, 

3rD Brrp: Bluebird, back again. 

47H Birp: See, the skies are bright and 
clear. 

lst FLower: It’s the best time of the 
year. 

Droop: But look, the clouds are gath- 
ering fast; this good weather won’t 
last. 

Brrps and Fiowers: Oh yes it will, 
and we are here to stay. (They dance 
about chattering merrily. Gay enters.) 








Gar: Summer! Summer’s in the air! Hiding sunny skies behind it. 
Warmth and sunshine everywhere. Look for sunshine every day — 
Droop (Rising): Summer? But where You'll miss gloom along the way. 
is Spring? I’ve seen no signs of Droop: Then I missed Spring —I 
Spring. missed the signs of Spring. Take me 
Gay: Spring has passed you by while with you Gay. I don’t want to miss 
you’ve been fretting, Droop. Spring Summer, too. Take me with you. 
| has come and gone. Summer ishere. Gay: Of course I will. Come on, 
[ Droop: But why didn’t I see Spring? Droop, come on. 
’ I was watching for her. 
, Gay: Look for gloom — you're sure to 
find it, THE END 
¥ 
h 
ry) 
P 
i PRODUCTION NOTES 
al 
d Spring Is Hers 
- Characters: 7 male; 7 female; Geese and Birds 
mae may be male or ‘female. 
Playing Time: 8 minutes. 
Ts Costumes: These may be as simple or as 
elaborate as desired. Flowers and Birds 
could be dressed to resemble the species 
they represent, or they could wear signs 
identif on them. ‘The Bears could be 
dremed te brown and wear masks. The 
Boys wear everyday clothes. April could 
wear rain clothes and carry a sp’ g can. 
Droop wears a gray and tattered costume 
while Gay is dressed in bright green. 
Properties: Kites for the Boys. 
nd Setting: Outdoors. The stage may be com- 
ene bare, or there may be some sort of 
a backdrop showing sky and trees. 
the Lighting: No special effects. 
ith- 
on’t 
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The Snowdrop 


by Claribel Spamer 


Characters 
SPRING Eves, four 
SPRING Farrigs, four 
Tiny, the littlest spring fairy 
SNOWDROP 
SNOWFLAKES, four 
SETTING: Outdoors. 
At RisE: SNOWFLAKES and SNOWDROP 
enter from left, whirling and twirling 
as they do so. 
SNowFLAKES (J'o tune of London 
Bridge): Snowflakes whirl and dance 
around, dance around, dance, 
around; 

Snowflakes fall upon the ground, 
through the winter. 

Now the spring is coming fast, com- 
ing fast, coming fast, 

Now we know we cannot last, for 
much longer. 

Snowprop (Pouting): I shan’t leave 
when spring comes! I shall stay. 

Ist SNowFLAKE: You'll find you'll 
have no choice. You’ll melt like all 
the rest of us. 

Snowprop (Stamping her foot): No I 
shan’t! I don’t want to melt! You’ll 
see. (They swirl some more, and then 
they settle to stationary positions 
across rear of stage. Spring ELves 
enter from the left.) 

lst EiF: Oh boy! Time for spring! 

2nD Er: No more hiding away for us, 
now that winter is gone. 

3RD ELF: We must get busy and do our 





spring cleaning. 
4rH Exr: Look! 
FLAKES) Snow! 

Ist Eur: It’s late for snow. We must 
clean it out. (Goes after the SNow- 
FLAKES with his broom. They hop or 
side-step to avoid him but they do not 
exit.) 

3rD Eur: This is a job for the Spring 
Fairies. They are the ones who 
bring the warmth of spring sun- 
shine and breezes. Where are they? 
(Sprinac Farrres and Tiny enter 
from the right, skipping.) 

2np Eur: Here they are now. 

Isr Farry (Pointing): Look, there’s 
still snow! 

2np Farry: Goodness, we must get rid 
of it! 

Tiny (Eagerly rushing up to SNow- 
FLAKES): Shoo! We are Spring 
Fairies, and you can’t stay after we 
have come. (SNOWFLAKES laugh.) 

lst SNOWFLAKE: You’re so tiny you 
couldn’t scare anything away! 

3RD Farry (Nudging Tiny): Out of my 
way, Tiny. It is my job to blow 
warm air each spring. That will send 
them! (Puffs out cheeks and blows. 
SNOWFLAKES gasp, then start to twirl 
toward right.) 

2ND SNOWFLAKE: This is the end of us! 
(They twirl until they have disap- 
peared offstage, leaving SNowDROP.) 

3RD Farry: Go away! (Puffs at SNow- 
DROP) 


(Begins to sweep) 
(Points to SNow- 
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Snowprop (Drawing back): No! You 
can’t scare me! I shall stay! 

3RD Farry (Shrugging): No snowflake 
ever stayed all through the spring, 
and you won’t either. But go ahead 
and hide for awhile. A few of you 
are always stubborn. I have to get 
the ground warm for the flowers. 
(Darts about puffing, while EtvEs 
sweep and dust.) 

Ist Farry: I guess it is warm enough 
to call up the grass and flowers. (She 
and others scatter their greens and 
flowers. Tiny tries to help, but wher- 
ever she goes one of the Eves or 
Farris shoves or elbows her out of the 
way.) 

2nD Farry: Get out of the way! You’re 
too small to be of any help. 

4rH Eur: Yes, you’re a nuisance. 
You’re too little to warm up the air 
or to reach high enough to turn 
things green. Why don’t you go 
over there with that lost Snowflake 
and keep out of our way? 

Tiny (Wiping away a few tears): But I 
can help. (She tries to put some 
flowers on the branch of a bush, but 
they fall.) 

4TH Farry: See! You just make more 
work for us. (Picks up flowers and 
fastens them to branch.) Shoo! (Tiny 
goes to stand beside SNowprop. She 
sniffles sadly.) 

Snowprop: Never mind. They can’t 
chase me away, and I won’t let them 
chase you away either! Stand your 
ground. 

Tiny: But they always treat me so. 
I’m sick of it. 

Snowprop: Never mind. You’re little, 
but I’m just one small Snowflake. 
We'll make out. (Trvy smiles at 
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Snowprop and takes her hand. The 
Eves and Farrrss finish their work 
and stand back to look at tt.) 

Ist Exr: How clean-swept it looks! 
(Waves broom proudly) 

2nD Farry: And how green! 

3RD Farry: And how warm it feels! 

Snowprop (Uncomfortably) : Yes, much 
too warm. 

Ist Farry (Looking toward SNow- 
DROP): Oh, there you are. Our job 
isn’t done until we get rid of you. 
(She goes toward SNowprop followed 
by the others, and they blow, wave, and 
sweep at her, but she does not move.) 

Snowprop (Fearfully): Mercy, they 
will get me yet! 

Tiny (Squeezing her hand): They 
haven’t yet! Take heart. (She puts 
a sprig of green in each of SNow- 
DROP’s hands.) 

2npD Er: She simply doesn’t go! 

3RD Exr: I never knew such a thing to 
happen before! 

4TH Farry: But see, it is no longer a 
Snowflake. It has leaves. (Points to 
Snowprop’s hands.) She will never 
leave now, for she is a flower, a 
pretty white spring flower! (They 
all gasp and look at SNowprRopP and 
Tiny with awe.) 

3RD Farry: Tiny did it! 

Ist Farry: Tiny turned her into a 
flower! 

Tiny (Wide-eyed): I did? 

ist Er: It must have been you. 

Au: Hooray for Tiny! She isn’t use- 
less after all. 

2nD Eur: She made the prettiest flower 
of all. 

Tiny (Turning to SNowprop): Snow- 
drop is what I shall call you. Do you 
like that? 





Snowprop (Nodding happily): Now I 
can stay through the spring. 

Tiny: Now I am as important as all 
the others. 

2np Farry: And more important — 
this will be the nicest spring of all. 

Att (Joining hands in a ring about 
Snowprop and Tiny and dancing 
about them, to tune of London Bridge) : 
Snowdrop stays to bloom and grow, 





bloom and grow, bloom and grow; 

She’s no longer made of snow; she’s 
a flower. 

Thanks to Tiny she can stay, she 
can stay, she can stay; 

This is such a happy day! Welcome, 
Springtime. (SNowprRop and TINY 
heam as curtain falls.) 


THE END 





PRODUCTION NOTES 


Tue SNowpROP 


Characters: 5 male; 5 female; Snowflakes may 
be male or female; there can be as many 
male and female extras for Elves, Fairies 
and Snowflakes as desired. 

Playing Time: 8 minutes. 

Costumes: These may be as simple or as 
elaborate as desired. The Snowflakes 
could wear white gauzy costumes trimmed 
with silver; the Elves, brown costumes 
trimmed with bright green, the Fairies, 
light green gauzy costumes. The Elves 
carry brooms and feather dusters. The 
Fairies carry greens, garlands and wands. 

Properties: None that are not part of the 
costumes. 

Setting: Outdoors. There should be some 
large bare branches set up like trees, or 
bare trees cut out of cardboard on which 
the Fairies can place their greens. 


Lighting: No special effects. 








The Cracked Easter Egg 


by Sylvia Lee 


Characters 
Wuite HEN ORANGE Eaa 
Brown Bunny GREEN Eaa 
Gray BuNNY Pink Eae 
Easter BuNNY Buivuse Eaee 


PurPLE Eaa Y¥FLLOw CuHIck 

Serine: A field in spring. 

At Rise: Brown Bunny pulls, as 
Gray Bunny pushes, a gaily deco- 
rated wagon, in which is a large white 
cracked egg. Wuire Hen flutters 
frantically after them. 

Wuire Hen: Cluck! Cluck! 
back my lovely egg, bunnies! 

Brown Bunny: Lovely egg, White 
Hen. It’s an old cracked egg. 

Gray Bunny: It couldn’t be eaten, or 
colored for an Easter egg. 

Wuite Hen (Flits about wagon): 
Cluck! Cluck! Then bring it back. 
You can’t use it. 

Brown Bunny: But we’re doing you a 
favor, White Hen — 

Gray Bunny: Carting this old cracked 
egg to the trash pile. 

Wurire Hen (Kneels): Cluck! Cluck! 
Oh, please, bring it back to the hen- 
house. 

Brown Bunny (Scratches ear): What 
shall we do with this fussy hen, 
partner? 

Gray Bunny (Shrugs): I don’t know. 
(Looks to right) Say, here comes 
Easter Bunny! He’ll know what to 
do. (Wurre HEN rises, anxiously.) 

Brown Bunny (Peering right): He’s 


Bring 


bringing newly colored eggs. (EASTER 
Bunny carefully herds CoLoreD 
Eag@s on right.) 

Easter Bunny: Dry in the sun, eggs. 
But don’t touch each other, or you’ll 
smear your colors. 

CotorED Eaas: All right, Easter 
Bunny! (Wandering gingerly about) 

Easter Bunny: What’s here in the 
cart, bunnies? An egg to color? 

Brown Bunny: Oh no, Easter Bunny. 
This egg’s cracked. (CoLorED Eaes 
crowd around to see, being careful not 
to jostle each other.) 

Gray Bunny: We're carting it away. 
At least, we were. 

Waitt Hen (Dropping on knees before 
Easter Bunny): Cluck! Cluck! 
Easter Bunny: Why, what’s the 

matter, White Hen? (Helps her up) 

Wurre Hen: Oh Easter Bunny, your 
helpers took my first-laid egg! 

Easter Bunny: Bunnies, I’ve told you 
always to ask the hens which eggs 
we may have to color. That was in 
my Easter deal. 

Waitt HEn (Flutters to wagon) : Cluck! 
Cluck! And they’re carting my 
lovely egg to the trash pile. Oh save 
it, Easter Bunny! 

Easter Bunny: Calm yourself, White 
Hen. Bunnies! is this true? 

Brown Bunny: But it’s only an old 
cracked egg, Easter Bunny. 

Gray Bunny: And if we cart it off, it 
won’t be colored by mistake. 











Co.orep Eacs (Parading): None of us 
is cracked. Only perfect eggs are 
colored. 

EasteER Bunny: Be careful, eggs! 
You’ll smear each other. (To WHITE 
Hen and Bunntgs) Color’s new to 
them. I just finished them this 
morning. 

PurrpLte Eaa (Arms folded): Easter 
Bunny made me royal purple. 

ORANGE Eco (Capering): He made me 
just as orange as an orange. 

GREEN Ecaa: Easter Bunny colored 
me green as grass. So I’ll be hard to 
find in the grass. (Chuckles) 

Pink Eae: I’m pink so I'll be easy to 
find in the grass. (Poses) 

BuveE Eae (Shyly): I’m blue — robin’s 
egg blue. 

Easter Bunny: You eggs aren’t dry 
behind the ears yet, but you seem 
very pleased with yourselves al- 
ready. 

ORANGE Eae (Follows him to wagon): 
Why does this hen make such a fuss 
about a plain white egg, Easter 
Bunny? (Orser Ea@s come too.) 

PurPLte Ecc: You mean, a cracked 
white egg, my dear Orangie. 

Waite Hen: You colored eggs don’t 
know what being cracked means! 
Pink Eaa: No, I guess we don’t, but I 
know I wouldn’t want to be carted 

away to the trash pile. 

BuvE Ece: I wouldn’t either. I like it 

here with all the bright Easter eggs. 


Wuite Hen (Shaking head): Cluck! 
Cluck! 


Brown Bunny: The colored eggs are 
sorry, White Hen and so are we. 

Gray Bunny: But your egg’s not eat- 
able or pretty. 











CotoreD Eaas (Strut about): And 
we’re both! 

Easter Bunny: Careful, colored eggs! 
You're still all wet. (There is a loud 
tap from cracked white egg in wagon. 
Startled, the BUNNIES stare.) 

Wuire Hen (Head cocked): Cluck? 
Cluck? (Flutters) Hear that tap? 
PurpLte Eaa@: Somebody must have 

bumped the egg. 

Brown Bunny: But I haven’t even 
started to pull the cart yet. 

Gray Bunny: And I didn’t acci- 
dentally push it. (More taps. Eaes 
crowd around.) 

Wuits Hen (Head cocked further): 
Listen! (Easter Bunny bends ear.) 

ORANGE Eaa: We eggs haven’t jostled 
the cart. 

GREEN Eaoa: We'd crack if we did. 
(Louder taps. Wui1tTe HEN flits closer.) 

Wuitrt Hen (Crossly): Hush, colored 
eggs! It’s too late for any of you 
to crack. You’re already colored and 
done for. (CoLorep Ea@s stare at 
each other. Easter BUNNY inspects 
cracked egg.) 

Brown Bunny: There must be some- 
thing special about a white egg. 

Gray Bunny: A white cracked egg, 
with strange tappings inside. 

Wuite Hen (Beside herself): Will you 

hush, bunnies? (Easter Bunny 

cocks head as faint peep 1s heard from 
cracked egg. With a glad flutter Waite 

Hen pecks shell open, and helps out 

YELLOW CHICK.) 


Au: Oh! A yellow chick! 

YeE.LLow Cuick (Looking about): Peep? 
(Leans against Waite Hen) Peep! 

Wauire Hen: Cluck! Cluck! Rest, my 
first-hatched yellow chick. 
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Brown Bunny (Stares at Gray 
Bunny): That cracked egg was 
hatching. 

Gray Bunny (Staring back): Are we 
dumb bunnies! 

Easter Bunny: You should have 
asked especially for an egg that’s 
hatching, bunnies. For that’s the 
best Easter gift of all. 

Co.torep Eaes: Better than colored 
eggs? 

Purp.Le Eco: Better than J, who am 
royal purple? 

Easter Bunny: Ah yes! 

Buue Eaa (Softly): I know why, 
Easter Bunny. 

Easter Bunny: Why, my little Blue 
Egg? 

BuveE Eee: Because it’s alive. 

YeELLow Cuick: Peep? Peep? (Steps 
unsteadily about, PurPLE Eae help- 
ing tt to balance.) 

Co.orep Eaas: Oh, what a cute chick! 

YeELLOw Cuick: Peep! (Totters alone 
to WuitEe Hen) 

Wurst Hen (Fluffing YELLow Cuick): 
There, you’re dry enough now. 
(With little push) Go pay your re- 
spects to Easter Bunny. 


YELLOW Cuick: Peep? (Waite Hen 
points.) Peep! Peep! (Runs to him) 
Easter Bunny (Putting arm around 
YELLOW Cuick’s shoulders): Yellow 
Chick, will you give yourself to 


some little boy or girl? For an 
Easter gift? 
YELLOW Cuick (Nodding): Peep! 


Peep! (Cotorep Eaos draw close.) 

Easter Bunny: You'll be the best 
Easter gift of all, my chick! 

Cotorep Eaes: Because you’re alive. 
(Easter Bunny nods, rising.) 

Brown Bunny: Now who'd have 
guessed it? A living chick! 

Gray Bunny (Scratches ear): From 
just a white cracked egg. 

Wuirte Hen (Puts wing proudly about 
YeLLow Cuicxk): All eggs can’t 
know the joy of hatching, but my 
first-laid did. 

Easter Bunny (Arms out to CoLORED 
Eaas): And what do you think of 
my handiwork, Yellow Chick? These 
fine eatable eggs I’ve colored and 
dried in the sun! They’ll be pretty 
nice Easter gifts too, won’t they? 

YELLOw Cuick (Nods): Peep! 

THE END 


PRODUCTION NOTES 


Tue Crackep Easter Eco 
Characters: 1 male; 1 female; 8 male or female. 
Playing Time: 10 minutes. 

Costumes: These may be as simple or as 
elaborate as desired. Eggs could wear cos- 


tumes according to their color. 


Easter 


Bunny is dressed in white and wears an 


artist 


s smock, black tie and beret. 


Properties: Decorated wagon containing a 


cracked white e 
person playing 


large enough to hide the 
ellow Chick. 


Setting: A field in spring. There could be a 
blue backdrop with greens and flowers 
scattered about the stage. 


Lighting: No special effects. 
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Part Four Skit 
Mullion Dollar Recipe 
by Vernon Howard 
Characters maid in all Monterrey. She is as fair 
JUDGE as the Mexican sunset . . . as sweet 
SENOR CONCARNE, famous Mexican Wei. 
chef JupGcE (Interrupting, turning to HERR 


Herr Kraut, noted German chef 
Wonc Numsa, renowned Chinese chef 
Harry, also a chef 

SetrinG: Any place indoors 

At Rise: SENOR CoNCARNE (on right), 
Herr Kraut (center), and WonG 
Numpsa (at left) are standing behind 
individual tables. They are efficienily 
mixing ingredients, peeling vegetables 
and generally concerning themselves 
with cooking preparations. The tables 
are loaded with fruits, spices, etc. 

JupGe (Enters, speaks to audience): 
Ladies and gentlemen, we are for- 
tunate in witnessing the finals in the 
international million dollar recipe 
contest. From the far corners of the 
globe have come these three (ges- 
tures to chefs) internationally famous 
chefs to bring their tantalizing re- 
cipes to us. Permit me to introduce 
(turns to CoNCARNE) Senor Pancho 
Concarne, that master mixer from 
Mexico. 

ConcaRNE (Takes off sombrero, bows 
deeply, speaks enthusiastically to au- 
dience): Senors and Senoras, speak- 
ing of chili peppers, never have you 
seen a leetle chile pepper like mine 
Maria. (Throws kiss to sky) Ah, 
mine leetle Maria, the most modest 


Kraut): And Herr Kraut, better 
known as the Macaroon Magician 
of Magdeburg! 

Kraut: Ven I vas a leetle poy in der 
leetle down of Heidelburg mit der 
elm trees un der fillage square, mine 
mutter say to me, ‘Meester Kraut” 
—she alvays call me “Meester 
Kraut” because ve vernt ferry well 
acquainted... 

JupaeE (Interrupting, turning to WonG 
Numpa): And that renowned Ori- 
ental chef, the only man to have 
peeled a potato with his toes while 
walking on his hands on the Great 
Wall of China — Wong Numba! 

Wonca (Bowing): Ancient Chinese prov- 
erb say “He who eat Wong chop 
suey get his hand slapped.”’ Another 
ancient, Chinese proverb (thinks) or 
was it Arabian? (Thinks) Come to 
think, it was Brazilian, no, maybee 
(thinks) Chinese after all? Anyway, 
this ancient Afghanistanian prov- 


erb say... 
Jupee (Interrupting): Thank you, 
gentlemen. Now as you all know, 


the recipes you devise tonight must 
be entirely original. Just to make 
sure that your mixtures are out of 
this world, I wish each of you to tell 
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us what they are. Senor Concarne, 
suppose you tell us of yours first. 

ConcaRNE: Ah, Senors and Senoras, 
eet ees a divine recipe I breeng to 
you tonight. (Points to ingredients 
on table as he names them) Chile 
sauce, chile peppers, chile concarne, 
chile beans, chile powder — and just 
to make it hot — chile chile. Also 
ground corn, ground wheat, ground 
barley, ground oats — and just to 
make heem_ eenteresting — some 
just plain ground. 

Jupee: Isn’t that combination a bit 
rough on the stomach? 

CoNncARNE (Shrugging): I don’t know, 
Senor—no one has yet had the 
courage to eet heem. 

JupGE: Tell us about your ingredients, 
Herr Kraut. 

Kraut: Vell, ven I vas a leetle poy in 
der leetle down of Heidleburg mit 
der elm trees und der fillage square 
mine mutter say to me, ‘Meester 
Kraut” — she always call me 
“Meester Kraut” .. . 

Jupa@E (Impatiently): Your ingredients, 
please Herr Kraut. 

Kraut (Sighting): Mine frens, I haff 
to telling you uf mine prise vinning 
recipe fur der saurkraut und de piks 
nuckles. Ve take fife pound uf der 
piks nuckles .. . (Js startled as a 
squeal sounds offstage. Runs with 
arms outstretched as squeal continues. 
Shouts as he runs across stage two or 


three times) Hoiman . . . come pack 
Hoiman here, pikky, 
pikky, pikky Hoiman 


(Returns dejected to table) Mine frens, 

ve vill haff saurkraut and piks 

nuckles mittout der piks nuckles. 
JupgE: And your ingredients, Wong? 
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Wonca: Most exceeding unusual recipe, 
honorable Sirs, and Madams — con- 
sisting of following ancient ingre- 
dients: (Points to them as he names 
them). Two cups of artichoke, a 
spiced seaweed, a pound of mashed 
sycamore roots, three spoonfuls of 
grape jelly, a quart of pickled turnip 
tops, a pound of pulverized coffee, 
and a generous wedge of cheese cake. 

JupGE (Incredulous): In the name of 
your honorable ancestors isn’t this a 
rather fantastic recipe? 

Wonca (Solemnly) : This recipe is reason 
why I have so many ancestors. 

JupGceE: Hmmm. Well, on with the con- 
test. (Looks at watch) Gentlemen, 
you have exactly three minutes in 
which to prepare your ingredients 
for the oven. Ready, set, ingreed! 
(Exits. They mix madly for a few 
moments. CONCARNE looks slyly 
about as a plot develops in his mind. 
He suddenly turns to Kraut and 
points offstage.) 

ConcaRNE: Herr Kraut, I just saw 
your leetle porker! 

Kraut (Startled): Vare? (Races off- 
stage, calling) Hoiman, Hoiman, here 
Hoiman .. . (Jn his absence, Con- 
CARNE throws everything imaginable 
into Kraut’s bowl, such as shoe pol- 
ish, bits of his tie which he cuts up, a 
newspaper, some of his own ingredi- 
ents, etc. He gets back to his own 
place as Kraut sadly enters and con- 
tinues mixing. Now, Kraut sud- 
denly gets an idea. He slyly eyes 
Wona, shouts) 

Kraut: Honorable Chinese fren, take 
der look at der audience oudt dere. 
I tink I see der famous Chinese de- 
tectiff uf der moviees — Vong Beeg 





Glue. (As Wone steps upstage, 
Kraut throws everything into WonG’s 
bowl. Wong finally returns, shakes 
head.) 

Wonge: Honorable Cherman chef pos- 
sess nightingales in the upper story 
of his bamboo hut. (After a few mo- 
ments of mixing, WoNG gets an idea 
as he eyes CoNcARNE. He walks to 
ConcaRNE’s side and stands stiffly.) 
Honorable chef from ancient land of 
hot tamale. 

ConcaARNE: Si, Senor? 

Wonc: Honorable eyes just catch 
quick glimpse of leetle Mexican 
lotus blossom. 

ConcaRNE (Interested): Where? 

Wonc (Pointing offstage): Walking 
barefoot in chile paddy. (As Con- 
CARNE slicks down his hair and races 
off, Wonca throws anything handy 
into CONCARNE’s bowl. CONCARNE 
soberly returns and stands stiffly at 
Wona’s side.) 

ConcarRNE: Honorable Oriental friend 


Wone: Yes, Honorable Mexican ac- 
quaintance. 

ConcaRNE: For your information . . 

Won: Yes? 

ConcaRNE (Angrily pointing offstage) : 
That was a cement mixer you saw! 

JupGEe (Returning, looking at watch): 
Time’s almost up, gentlemen. (They 
mix furiously.) Halt! Take your 
mixes to the ovens! (CoNCARNE 
exits to right wing, followed by Kraut 
and Wona. They are gone just long 
enough to race around and re-enter 
from left wing, each is carrying a 
horrible looking concoction. Con- 
CARNE’S may be a battered loaf of 
bread with celery stalks sticking out of 
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it; Kraut’s may be a block of wood 
covered with leaves; WONG may carry 
a platter full of marbles, cups, etc. 
covered with a few lettuce leaves. Any- 
thing, as long as tt is ridiculous, 
may be devised.) 

JupGe (Beaming): Simply scrump- 


tious looking delicacies. Now, let’s 
see, I believe I’ll sample Senor Con- 
carne’s first. (Tastes it, looks dream- 
ily upward, sighs with ecstasy) Simply 
delicious! Now, yours, Herr Kraut. 
(Samples Kraut’s) Wonderful, won- 


derful! Like something I’ve never 
tasted before. And yours, Wong 
Numba. (Doubtful) What did you 


say you put into this? 

Wone: Celestial recipe contain five 
quarts spiced seaweed, two pounds 
ground tulip bulbs, fifteen cups of 
mashed parsnips. . . 

JupGe (Interrupting): Ugh, that’s 
enough, sir. (Gets up courage) Well 
here goes! (Takes tiny sample. Is 
doubtful, so tries a larger bite, again 
doubtful, so takes even larger bite, 
looks in surprise at remainder of 
sample in hand) That’s funny, I 
really like it! Well, gentlemen, I find 
myself unable to decide which one 
of these. . . 

Harry (Rushing onstage, carrying an 
old blackened pan) Am I too late for 
the cooking contest? I have a dish 
here... 

ConcaRNE (Chuckling to Kraut and 
Wona): Geeves me beeg laugh; heem 
winning the contest... 

Kraot: Giffs der pig pelly laugh. . . 

Wona: Honorable ancestors chuckling 
in celestial world. 

JupGE: Well now, I think in all fair- 
ness, we should give this gentleman 
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a chance. (Offers dish) Here, sample 
this . . . (Looks at it, recoils) Lovely 
looking dish. (ConcarNE, Kraut 
and WonG sample with a dead pan 
expression.) Well, what is your re- 
action? 

ConcaRNE (Puts hand to forehead, 
dramatically looks up): Adios, Maria, 
my leetle one. . . (Falls) 

Kraut: Ven I vas a leetle poy in der 
leetle down uf Heidleburg 
(Falls) 

Wonca (Looking dramatically wp): Hon- 
orable ancestors, you have waited so 
patiently . . . (Falls) 

JUDGE (Grinning as he pulls out a huge 
paper medal and pins it on Harry) 
I knew you could do it, brother 
Harry. 


Harry: Thank you, brother Jim. 
(Turns to go) Come on down to the 
hash house and I’ll fix you up some 
lunch. 

JupGE (Sarcastic): You crazy or some- 
thing? (Harry exits. The JupGE 
wanders to each of the chef’s tables, 
sampling their dishes. He ad libs, 
such as, ‘“‘Not bad; Quite tasty; Very 
good.” He pulls a sack from his 
pocket, sighs.) But, when you come 
right down to it, there’s nothing like 
a lunch prepared by the little lady 
at home. Bless her clever little 
fingers. (Takes two or three bites from 
sandwich, looks at it in sudden horror, 
falls in a heap) 


THE END 





PRODUCTION NOTES 


Miuui0n Do.iaR REcriPE 


Characters: 5 male. 

Playing Time: 10 minutes. 

Costumes: Concarne, Kraut and Wong are 
dressed in native costumes. The Judge 
wears a business suit and Harry is sloppily 
dressed as a greasy cook. 

Properties: Vegetables, fruits, spices, etc., all 
sorts of ingredients to go into the mixing 
bowls, three mixing bowls and spoons, 
three concoctions such as described in the 
stage directions, an old blackened pan, 
sack containing sandwich. 

Setting: Contest room. The only essential is a 
large table. 

Lighting: No special effects. 
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Part Five 





Radio Play 





Stlas Marner 


by George Eliot 
adapted for radio by Lewy Olfson 
Characters Mo.LuiE (An uneducated woman; she 
NARRATOR speaks with a cockney dialect): I 


MOLulz FARREN 
Dunstan Cass 
Goprrey Cass 
Four Gossips 
Two GUESTS 
Nancy LAMMETER 
Srtas MARNER 
Dotty WINTHROP 
EprPig 
JANE 
Music: Sombre theme, in and under. 
NARRATOR: The scene is England. Not 
the England of today or yesterday, 
but the England of two centuries 
ago. It is the England of the spin- 
ning wheel and the shepherd’s flock; 
of the fancy ball and the rustic ale- 
house. It is the England of Godfrey 
Cass, of Nancy Lammeter, of Mollie 
Farren, of a fair-haired child named 
Eppie, and a bitter old miser named 
Silas Marner. (Music up a moment, 
then under.) Our tale begins in one 
of the rooms of a disreputable room- 
ing house, several miles from the 
village of Raveloe. It is winter, and 
the two persons who are in the gar- 
ret have pulled their chairs close to 
the feeble fire, that they might 
warm themselves by its flickering 
shadows. 
Music: Out. 
P laying Time: 20 minutes. 





thought you said . your brother 
would be here on the stroke of three, 
Duncey. It’s past that already. 

Dunstan (A young, sly man): Never 
fear, Mollie, he’ll be here. 

Mo ute: Yes, I suppose he will. I 
fancy he’s afraid not to come; he’s 
afraid I might take a walk over to 
Raveloe some day, and show every- 
one the woman he married. 

Dunstan: Don’t worry. My brother 
would do anything rather than admit 
to having married the likes of you. 

Sounpb: Knock at door. 

Dunstan: Ah, there he is now. 

Sounp: Door opening. 

Dunstan: Good afternoon, brother. 
Your wife and I were beginning to 
fear that you weren’t coming. 

Goprrey (A firm, resolute voice): You 
know better than that, Duncey. 

Mo..iE: Well, have you brought us 
some money? 

Goprrey: No. This time I’ve come to 
take some, instead. 

Dunstan: What’s this? 

Goprrey: I want the hundred pounds 
you borrowed from me, that’s what 
it is. I pay enough to the pair of you 
in blackmail as it is. That hundred 
pounds was the rent I collected for 
Father; and either you give it to me, 
or I'll tell him that you’re respon- 
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sible for it. Father needs money 
pretty badly of late, and he’s in no 
humor to stand for any nonsense. 

Mou.ie: Pretty high and mighty with 
your words, don’t you think? 

Goprrey: Not so high and mighty as 
all that, either. 

Dunstan: Suppose, now, you get the 
money yourself, and save me the 
trouble, eh? Since you were so kind 
to hand it over to me, you'll not re- 
fuse me the kindness to pay it back 
to Father for me out of your own 
pocket. 

Goprrey: Don’t come near me with 
that look, or I’ll knock you down! 
Dunstan: Oh no you won’t; because I 
might get you turned out of house 
and home, and cut off without a 
shilling any day. I might tell 
Father how his handsome son was 
married to that low creature, Mollie 
Farren, and how he’s had a child 
by her. Oh, no. You'll get the 
hundred pounds for me, I know you 

will. 

Goprrrey: How shall I get money? 
I’ve not a farthing to my name. 

Dunstan: Let me sell Wildfire for you. 
I could ride him to the hunt for you 
tomorrow, sell him to Bryce — he’s 
always admired the horse — and be 
home by night with the hundred 
pounds. 

Goprrey: Ay, ay, trust my horse to 
you! Not likely! 

Dunstan (Flippanily): As you please! 

Goprrey: Very well. But see that 
nothing goes wrong, or I'll tell 
Father everything myself, and as for 
you — you can go to the devil! 

Music: Angry theme, in and under. 





lst Gossip: Have you heard the news? 
Silas Marner’s been robbed! 

2np Gossip: Who’s been robbed? 

lst Gossip: You know, Silas Marner — 
the old miser who lives by himself at 
the edge of the village. 

2np Gossip: Why, who’d do such a 
thing? 

lst Gossip: Nobody knows. It wasn’t 
me, that’s certain! 

Music: Louder and harsher, then under. 

3rD Gossip (Man): I say there, did 
you hear what happened? 

4TH Gossip (Man): You mean about 
Dunstan Cass? Yes! Isn’t it strange 
that he should disappear like that? 

3rD Gossip: Not so strange at that. 
They found his brother’s horse. He’d 
ridden it to death. 

47H Gossip: You mean Wildfire? Ah, 
no wonder! 

Music: In and under. 

Narrator: Yes, it was strange that 
Dunstan Cass should disappear. 
But then, some folks said it was 
bound to happen; he was always 
shiftless and no-good—not up- 
standing and honest, like his brother, 
Godfrey. Even stranger was the fact 
that someone had robbed poor old 
Silas Marner. He was an odd man — 
Marner; lived all alone, never speak- 
ing to anyone. And now, his gold, 
the one thing he prized in this world 
above all else, had been taken from 
him. Poor old Silas Marner. No- 
body thought that there might be 
any connection between the two 
events, and soon they were both for- 
gotten completely. Without Dun- 
stan to worry about, Godfrey had 
more time to court the lovely Miss 

Nancy Lammeter, the prettiest girl 


in all of Raveloe. As the days drew 
nearer to Christmas, he thought 
more and more of Miss Nancy, and 
less and less of his lawful wife, 
Mollie Farren. 

Music: A Christmas carol in gayly, 
then under. 

Sounp: Laughter of guests at a party. 

Ist Gurst (Pleasantly): My, how 
lovely Nancy Lammeter looks this 
evening. But then, she always looks 
prettier than a picture! 

2np Guest: See, she’s drawing aside 
with Godfrey Cass. A matter of 
romance, I’ll wager! 

Music: Up a moment, then down. 

Nancy: Thank you for escorting me 
from the dance floor, Mr. Godfrey. 
I must apologize for the accident to 
my dress. I’m sorry you’ve had such 
an unlucky partner. 

Goprrey: That’s very ill-natured of 
you, Nancy, to be sorry you’ve 
danced with me. 

Nancy (Primly): Oh, no, sir, I don’t 
mean to say what’s ill-natured at all. 
But when a gentleman has so many 
pleasures as you have, one dance 
can mean very little at all. 

Goprrey: You know that isn’t true. 
You know one dance with you means 
more to me than all the other pleas- 
ures in the world. 

Nancy: No, indeed, Mr. Godfrey, 
that’s not known to me. 

GopFrey (Pettishly): You’re very hard- 
hearted, Nancy. You might en- 
courage me to a better way of life. 
I’m very miserable, but you’ve no 
feeling. 

Nancy: I think those have the least 
feeling that act wrong to begin with. 
But here comes my sister, now, to 


help me with my dress. Will you 
excuse us? 

Music: A Christmas carol or dance, up 
and under. 

Sounp: Chatter of guests; then, door 
being opened. 

Guests (Ad lib): What’s this? It’s 
Silas Marner! What’s he doing here? 
A child in his arms, ete. 

Siias (A bewildered old man, fading on): 
I’ve come for the doctor —I want 
the doctor! 

2np Gugst: Why, what’s the matter, 
Marner? The doctor’s here, but say 
quietly what you want him for. 

Siias: It’s a woman. She’s dead, I 
think — dead in the snow at the 
Stone-pits — not far from my door. 

ist Gurst: The Stone-pits? 

2np Gugst: He means those deserted 
stone quarries—dangerous, now that 
they’re flooded. 

GopFrey (Fading on): What’s all this 
commotion about? Where. . . why, 
that child! Silas Marner, where did 
that child come from? 

Smas: I found her — on the floor of 
my cottage. There’s a woman — 
probably the mother — lying by the 
Stone-pits. 

Goprrey (Excited): What kind of 
woman? Speak, man, speak! 

Sruas: A wretched woman, in rags. 
Not the type that you’d be likely to 
know, Mr. Godfrey. 

Goprrey (Half to himself): I would it 
were so! Kimble, send the doctor at 
once. 

Nancy (Fading on): What child is this, 
Godfrey? 

Goprrey (With great effort): I don’t 
know — some poor woman’s who 
has been found in the snow, I believe. 
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Nancy (Kindly) You’d better leave the 


child here, Mr. Marner. I’ll have 
one of the girls fetch it. 
Sruas (Frightened) No—no! I can’t 


part with it, I can’t let it go. It’s 
come to me, I’ve a right to keep it. 
They took my gold, but now they’ve 
left me this. It’s mine, I say, mine! 

lst Gust: Did you ever hear the like 
of such nonsense? 

Nancy: If Silas Marner wishes to keep 
the child, I see no reason why he 
should nov. 

GopFreEy: I agree. Marner, I shall give 
you some gold toward the child’s 
welfare. (Softly) I somehow feel re- 
sponsible. 

2np Guest: How could you be re- 
sponsible for the child of such an 
unearthly visitor? 

lst Guest: Such a shame to spoil the 
party this way. And on Christmas 
eve, too. 

Nancy: Somehow . . . it seems a sign, 
that this woman and child — like 
another woman and child — should 
come to our midst on Christmas eve. 

Music: A Christmas hymn, in and 
under. 


{ Narrator: And so Godfrey’s un- 


claimed child went to live with the 
old spinning-man, Silas Marner. It 
was strange to think of that fair- 
haired little girl being brought up by 
the miser; but one by one, the people 
of Raveloe became accustomed to 
the idea. Even Godfrey Cass, who 
shortly thereafter married Miss 
Nancy, became used to the sight of 
the little girl in Marner’s arms, and 
from time to time, he gave Silas 
Marner some money to buy new 
clothes for the child. One of the first 


people to be of assistance to Silas in 
his new task as a parent, was Dolly 
Winthrop, one of the townswomen 
of Raveloe. 

Music: Domestic theme, in and under. 

Dotty (Warm and goodhearted): Now, 
Mr. Marner, the only thing you'll 
have to buy for the child is a pair of 
shoes. I’ve got all the other things 
you'll need from when my Aaron 
was a baby, and it’s ill spending the 
money on them petticoats and such, 
for the child will grow like grass, 
bless it — that it will! 


Sizas: I can’t thank ye enough for 
your kindness. 


Dotty: Be along with you! Who could 
be but kind to such a little angel? 
Oh, think of the things I’ll teach her, 
by-and-by: sewing and knitting, 
and... 

Sizas: But she’ll be my little one. 
Mine alone! 


Douty: And why shouldn’t she be? 
Ah, anybody would think that the 
angels in heaven couidn’t be prettier. 
And to think of her being covered 
with dirty rags that day when she 
pushed the door open and toddled in 
from the snow. You did say the 
door was unlocked, didn’t you? 

Sitas: Yes, the door was open. The 
money’s gone, I don’t know where, 
and this is come, from I don’t know 
where. 

Dotty: Ah, it’s like the night and the 
morning, and the rain and the har- 
vest. One goes and the other comes, 
and we know nothing, how nor 
where. And I think you’re in the 
right to keep the little ’un, Mr. 
Marner, seeing as it’s been sent to 





you; of course, I’ll help you with it, 

any time you need me. 

Siuas: Thank you .. . kindly, Mrs. 
Winthrop. But — but I want to do 
things for it myself, else it may get 
fond 0’ somebody else, and not fond 
o’ me. 

Dotty: Why, to be sure! Many’s the 
man who’s made a good mother — 
God love them! Which reminds me: 
you must have the child christened, 
and brought up in the ways of the 
Church. 

Sruas: It’s been many years since I’ve 
gone to a service. 

Dotty: Well, now that the child is 
here, you must begin again. It’s the 
only right way. Have you thought 
about a name for her? 

Srias: My mother’s name was Hephzi- 
bah, and my little sister was named 
after her. 

Dotty (Dubiously): Eh, that’s a hard 
name. I partly think it isn’t a 
christened name. 

Srias: It’s a Bible name. 

Douiy (Firmly): Then I’ve no call to 
speak against it. But it would be 
awkward to call such a little girl by 
such a long name, now wouldn’t it? 

Srias: We could call her Eppie. 

Dotty: Now that’s a deal better, I 
should say. And so I’ll go now, Mr. 
Marner, to see the minister, and I’ll 
speak about the christening before 
sunfall. I wish you the best of luck, 
Mr. Marner, and it’s my belief, 
that God willing, it’ll come to you. 

Music: Pastoral theme, in and under. 

NARRATOR: Days rolled into weeks, 
weeks into months, months into 
years. The village of Raveloe re- 


mained the same, but the passing of 








time had marked itself on the faces 

of the men and women who lived 

there. During the fifteen years that 

followed, Eppie grew from a child to 
a young lady; she was a good and 
beautiful girl, well-loved by every- 
one in the village. Silas remained 
almost unchanged; perhaps his walk 
was slower, and his hair whiter, but 
what could that matter when he had 
his daughter’s love, and the friend- 
ship of people like Dolly Winthrop? 
Life had been good to him; he was a 
new man, a better man, a happier 
man. 

Music: Peaceful theme in and under. 

Eppiz (Friendly and young): O Father, 
just come and look here! 

Sitas (Fading on, a bit older): Eh? 
What is it, Eppie, love? 

Eppie: See? The water in the Stone- 
pits — it’s gone down since yes- 
terday! 

Sitas: Well, to be sure. That’s the 
draining they’ve begun since the 
harvest, I reckon. It’s Mr. Godfrey, 
I believe; he’s converting all of this 
place into farm land. 

Eprre: How odd it’ll seem, not to have 
any more wild flowers growing here! 

Sizas: Well, child, that’s the way life 
is sometimes. You can’t have pretty 
things all of the time! 

Eprtz: I wish we had a little garden, 
Father, with daisies and violets in it. 
Aaron Winthrop said he’d dig it for 
me, if you say that it’s all right. 

Srias: Of course, child, if you want one! 

Eppie (After a slight pause): Father. 

Sruas: Eh? 

Eprte: Father, if I was to be married, 
ought I to be married with my 
mother’s ring? 
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Sitas: Why, Eppie, have you been 
a-thinking on it? 

Eppie: Only this last week, Father, 
since Aaron talked to me about it. 

Siitas: And what did he say? 

Eprre: He said he should like to be 
married, because he was a-going on 
four-and-twenty, and he’s working 
steadily now, and earning a hand- 
some wage. 

Sitas (Almost sadly) And who is it he 
wants to be marrying? 

Eprie (With a laugh): Why, me, to be 
sure, Daddy, as if he’d want to 
marry anybody else! 

Srtas: And you mean to have him do 
you? 

Eppre: Only if you'll agree. I needn’t 
be married; not everyone marries. 
You’ve never been married. 

Sitas: No, child, your father was a 
lone man till you were sent to him. 

Eppre: But you'll never be lone again, 
Father. That was what Aaron said. 
“T could never think of taking you 
away from Mr. Marner, Eppie,”’ is 
what he said. And I told him that 
it wouldn’t be of any use if he did, 
for I’d never go. So you see, we’d 
all live together, and he’d be a good 
son to you— that’s what he said. 

Sizas: If that’s what you want, child, 
I’ll not be the man to say no. 

Music: Peaceful theme, in and under. 

Sounp: Servant bell rings. 

JANE (After a pause): Did you ring, 
ma’am? 

Nancy (Older, but as soft): Yes, Jane. 


Is there any sign of Mr. Cass on the 
road? 


Jang: Not yet, ma’am. 
Nancy: Keep watch at the door to the 
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kitchen, and call me as soon as he 
arrives. 

JANE (Fading): Yes, ma’am. 

Nancy: I wonder what can be keeping 
him. It isn’t like Godfrey to be so 
ee 

Sounp: Door opening. 

Nancy: Godfrey! Dear, I’m so thank- 
ful you’ve come. I began to get... 
why, what is it? What’s wrong? 

Goprrey (Breathless): Sit down, 
Nancy — there! I came back as 
soon as I could, so that you’d hear 
from no one’s lips but mine. I’ve 
had a great shock — but I care most 
for the shock it’ll be to you. 

Nancy (Frightened): Nothing’s hap- 
pened to my father! 

Goprrey: No, it’s nobody living. It’s 
Dunstan — my brother, Dunstan, 
that we lost sight of sixteen years 
ago. We’ve found him — found his 
body, his skeleton. 

Nancy: Dear Lord! 

Goprrey: The Stone-pit has gone dry 
suddenly —from the draining, I 
suppose; and there he lies — has 
lain for sixteen years, wedged be- 
tween two great stones. 

Nancy: Do you think he drowned 
himself? 

Goprrey: No, he fell in. 

Nancy: How awful! 

Goprrey: But what is worse: Dunstan 
is the man that robbed Silas Marner. 

Nancy: Oh, Godfrey! 

Goprrey: All the weaver’s money was 
in the pit by his side. They’re taking 
the skeleton to the Inn; but I came 
back to tell you. Everything comes 
to light, Nancy, sooner or later. 
When the Lord wills it, our secrets 
are found out. I’ve lived with a 





secret on my mind for years, but I’ll 
keep it from you no longer. 
Nancy: Dearest love, you needn’t ... 
Goprrey: When I married you, I hid 
something from you; something you 


ought to have been told. That 
woman Marner found dead in the 
snow — Eppie’s mother — that 
wretched woman—was my wife. 
Eppie is my child. (Long pause) 
Now you know, and I’m glad. 

Nancy (Calmly): So that was why you 
wanted to adopt the child. And I 
refused. Oh, if only I’d known! 
Godfrey, if you had but told me six- 
teen years ago, we could have done 
our duty by the child. Do you think 
I’d have refused to take her in, if I’d 
known she was yours? 

GopFrrey: I’m a worse man than you 
thought I was, Nancy. Can you 
forgive me ever? 

Nancy: The wrong to me is but little, 
Godfrey ; you’ve made it up to me — 
you’ve been good to me for fifteen 
years. It’s another you did the 
wrong to; and I doubt it can ever be 
all made up for. 

Goprrey: But we can take Eppie now. 
I won’t mind the world knowing at 
last. I’ll be plain and open for the 
rest of my life. 

Nancy: It’ll be different coming to us, 
now she’s grown up. But it’s our 
duty to acknowledge her and pro- 
vide for her; and I’ll do my part by 
her, and pray to God Almighty to 
make her love me. 

Music: Dramatic theme, in and under. 

Sounn: Knock at door. 

Eppre: Why, who can be calling at this 
late hour? 

Srias: Open the door, child, and see. 





Sounp: Opening of door. 

Eprie (Surprised): Why, Mr. and 
Mrs. Cass! 

Nancy: We’re disturbing you very 
late, my dear. 

Eppie: Not at all. Father and I often 
sit up over tea. 

Srias: What brings you to our cottage, 
sir? 

Goprrey: I’ve come, for one thing, to 
apologize for the fact that it was 
once a member of my family that 
did you wrong. But I’m glad that 
your money has been recovered at 
last, that you may be deprived no 
longer. Whatever I can do for you 
will be nothing but paying a debt, 
even if I looked no further than the 
robbery. But there are other things 
I’m beholden — shall be beholden 
to you for. 

Sruas (Ill at ease): Sir, I’ve a deal to 
thank you for already. We’ve 
enough now — almost too much, for 
it’s little we want. 

Eppiz: Only the garden, Father. 

Nancy (Kindly): You love a garden, 
do you, my dear? We should agree 
in that: I give a deal of time to the 
garden. 

Goprrey: You’ve done a good deal for 
Eppie, Marner, over the years. We 
know that it would be a comfort to 
you to see her live a life of luxuries, 
and see her well provided for. 

Sizas (Nervously): I don’t take your 
meaning, sir. 

GopFrey: Well, Marner, my meaning 
is this. Mrs. Cass and I have no 


children — nobody to be the better 
for our good home. And we should 
like to have somebody in the place 
of a daughter to us — we should like 
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to have Eppie, and treat her in every 
way as our own child. It would be a 
great comfort to you in your old age, 
I hope, to see her fortune made in 
that way, after you’ve been at the 
trouble of bringing her up so well. 
And Eppie, I’m sure, will always 
love you and be grateful to you; 
she’d come to see you very often, 
and we should be on the look-out to 
do everything possible towards mak- 
ing you comfortable. 

Eppie (Wonderingly): Father? 

Siuas: Eppie, my child, speak. I won’t 
stand in your way. Thank Mr. and 
Mrs. Cass. 

Eprre (Humbly): Thank you, ma’am 
— thank you, sir. But I can’t leave 
my father, nor own anybody nearer 
than him. And I don’t want to be 
a lady —thank you all the same. 
(Beginning to cry) I couldn’t give 
up the folks I’ve been used to. 

Goprrey (Loudly): But I’ve a claim on 
you, Eppie — the strongest claim of 
all. It’s my duty, Marner, to own 
Eppie as my child and provide for 
her, for she ts my own child; her 
mother was my wife. I’ve a natural 
claim on her that must stand before 
every other. 

Siias (Bitterly): Then, sir, why didn’t 
you say so sixteen years ago, and 
claim her before I’d come to love her, 
instead of coming to take her from 
me now, when you might as well 
take the heart out of my body? God 
gave her to me because you turned 
your back on her, and He looks upon 
her as mine; you’ve no right to take 
her! When a man turns a blessing 
from his door, it falls to him as takes 
it ins 
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Goprrey: I know that, Marner. I was 
wrong. I’ve repented of my con- 
duct in that matter. But I think 
you might look at the thing more 
reasonably. She’ll still feel just the 
same toward you as ever. 

Siuas: Just the same? Just the same? 
That’s idle talk! You’d cut us in 
two. 


Goprrey: I should have thought, 
Marner, that you’d rejoice in what 
was good for Eppie, even if it did 
call for you to give up something. 

Siias: I'll say no more. It is up to the 
child. 

Nancy: Eppie, my dear, you’ll be a 
treasure to us. We shall want for 
nothing when we have a daughter, 
and you shall want for nothing 
when you are our child. 

Eprre: Thank you, ma’am — thank 
you, sir, for your offers. They’re 
very great, and far above my wish. 
For I should have no delight in life 
any more, if I was forced to go away 
from my father, and knew he was 
sitting at home a-thinking of me 
and feeling lonely. We’re used to 
being happy together, and there 
would be no happiness for me with- 
out him. He’s taken care of me from 
the first, and loved me, and I[’ll 
cleave to him and love him as long 
as he lives, and nothing will ever 
come between us. 

GopFREY (Quieily, after a pause): 
Come, Nancy, let us go. 

Nancy: We won’t talk of this any 
longer. We’re your well-wishers, my 
dear — and yours, too, Mr. Marner. 
We'll come again some time. It’s 
getting late now. Good night. 





Music: Melancholy theme, in and 
under. 

Sounp: Footsteps walking slowly on a 
dirt road. 

GopFREY (Quietly): That’s ended. 

Nancy: Yes, I’m afraid we must give 
up hope of having her for a daugh- 
ter. It wouldn’t be right to force her 
to come to us against her will. 

GoprFrey: No, there are debts that we 
can’t pay like money debts, by pay- 
ing extra for the years that have 
slipped by. While I’ve been putting 
off and putting off, the trees have 


been growing. It’s too late now. 

Nancy (Softly): The night air is cold. 
We'd better be along on our way. 

Music: Peaceful theme, in and under. 

Simas: I think it late enough, child. 
We should be going off to bed. 

Eprpre: I’ll snuff the candle. 

Siias: Good night, child. 

Eppre (After a pause): Oh father, what 
a pretty home ours is! I think no- 
body could be happier than we are! 

Music: Up to finish. 


THE END 
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One Year $3.50 


“Luery oy ‘4 Gull of Good Ideas” 


— Gerald M. Van Pool 


National Education Association 


Gerald M. Van Pool, a leading figure on the # 
national education scene, urges schools to ¥ 
subscribe to SCHOOL ACTIVITIES Magazine % 
because “every issue is full of good ideas to # 
help us.” , 


Every student leader and faculty sponsor of % 
an activity in your school will appreciate the $ 
down-to-earth suggestions in every issue of § 
SCHOOL ACTIVITIES. The articles cover plays, % 
clubs, assemblies, athletics, debates, etc. 0 


SUBSCRIBE NOW! S 
Two Years $6.25 : 


| SCHOOL ACTIVITIES PUBLISHING CO. 


1041 New Hampshire St., 


Lawrence, Kansas $ 
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Part Six 


Book Reviews 





Spotlight on Books 


Ta.es From THE Bauier. By Pigeon Crowle. 

Pitman Publishing Corp. $2.96. 

This very attractive book tells, in picture 
and in text, the complete story of many of the 
most popular ballets in performance today, 
such as The Sleeping Beauty, Swan Lake, Les 
Sylphides, Giselle, Coppelia. The historical 
background of the ballets and interesting 
anecdotes about famous performers are given, 
as well as vivid descriptions which recall the 
atmosphere and action of each ballet. The 
books contain a brief glossary of terms and is 
carefully designed to add to the younger 
reader’s pleasure and understanding of the 
ballet. 


ParKER’s TELEvIsION Piays. By Ken 
Parker. Northwestern Press. $2.75. 


This book, containing a collection of eight 
outstanding original television plays, was 
written to fill the need of local TV stations 
for original television scripts which can be 
effectively produced by amateur groups. 
Mr. Parker has included in his collection a 
variety of different types of television plays, 
some sad, some gay, some true-to-life, some 
with horror and a little suspense and mystery, 
all of them with the right qualities for top- 
notch television drama. Accompanying 
these plays is a chapter which discusses TV 
production problems from the point of view 
of the amateur. The royalty fees for a non- 
professional production of these plays on 
television, io or — are nominal — $10 
per performance for the two longer plays 
and $5 per performance for the six shorter 
ones. is — should be of value to any 
amateur group who is seeking professional 
television productions. 


MipsHipMAN LEE oF THE NavAL ACADEMY. 
By Robb White. Random House. $2.75. 
When Courtney Lee, son of a famous naval 

hero, enters the United States Naval Acad- 
emy, he has more to worry about than the 
usual rugged life which faces the plebes. He 
is haunted by the conviction that he’s a 
coward, and therefore not fit to be a mid- 
shipman at all. The way in which he is finally 
brought face to face with his problem after 
two busy years at the Academy makes ex- 
citing and unforgettable reading. This book, 
illustrated throughout with entertaining 
drawings, gives a clear and realistic account 
of pa. at the Naval Academy, where the 
nation’s outstanding men are prepared 
to be officers in the United States Navy. 


Tom Swirt, Jr., anp His Fiyine Las. 
Tom Swirt, Jr., AND His JETMARINE. 


Tom Swirt, Jr., AND His Rocket Sure. 


By Victor Appleton, II. Grosset & Dunlap. 
95c each. 


Most boys and girls have heard their 
parents speak of the exciting series of adven- 
ture books called The Adventures of Tom 
Swift. Now there is a brand new series of 
adventure books introducing Tom Swift, Jr., 
son of the famous inventor of mom’s and dad’s 
generation. Tom Swift, Jr. is a boy inventor 
in his own right and is concerned with all the 
problems of the atomic age and the conquest 
of space. 


In the first book of this new series, Tom 
builds his giant Sky Queen, a plane which 
will soar straight up from the ground, fly at 
supersonic speeds, and carry scout planes 
in its own hangar. Tom then flies this plane 
to South America where he breaks up a plot 
to corner the world’s supply of uranium. 


In the second book, Tom, Jr. designs an 
amazing atomic powered two-man submarine 
which is able to break all speed records and 
plunge miles to the ocean floor. This Jet- 
marine is launched just in time for Tom and 
a friend to set out and rescue Tom’s father 
who has fallen into the hands of a band of 
modern pirates in the Caribbean Sea. Of 
course, before the rescue is completed, there 
are breathtaking running battles a oa 
hurricanes and gunfire, thrilling struggles 
with undersea monsters, imprisonment in the 
pirates’ stronghold. 

In the third book, Tom takes off into outer 
— in a rocket ship of his own design. 

espite the desperate efforts of foreign agents 
to prevent Tom’s ship from being launched, 
Tom reaches deep space, prevents the foreign 
scientists from conquering the world and 
space, and wins the first international race 
for space ships. 

The author of these three books, Victor 
Appleton, II, is the son of the original creator 
of Tom Swift. Mr. Appleton has inherited 
both his father’s wonderful story-telling 
ability and his interest in science. Although 
the inventions in these books may be years 
ahead of the times, the scientific details have 
been carefully checked, and it is entirely 
plausible that one day all of these things 
which Tom invents may actually exist. 
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The Craftsmanship of the One-Act Play 


by PERCIVAL WILDE 
revised and enlarged edition 


This book is the famous standard work on playwriting technique in the 
one-act form for stage, radio, and television. Percival Wilde is one of 
the best-known authors of one-act plays for amateur production. His 
detailed study of playwriting craftsmanship is used as a text in uni- 
versities throughout the world. Over 200 one-act dramas are cited and 


At your bookstore, or order direct, postpaid, from 


THE WRITER, Inc., Publishers, 8 Arlington St., Boston 16, Mass. 





$4.00 

















you are not now a regular 
ik annual subscriber to Plays 

The Drama Magazine for 
Young People, subscribe now and 
receive the advantages which a sub- 
scription offers you. 
All of the plays we lish may be pro- 
duced by current subscribers royalty-free 


ENTER YOUR SUBSCRIPTION NOW 
ON THIS ORDER FORM 


PLAYS - 8 Arlington St., Boston 16, Mass. 


Please enter my subscription for........... 
years to PLAYS (published monthly October 
through May). 


0 Send bill 
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PLAYBOOKS 


=> If you are a subscriber you may ob- 
tain additional copies of any of the 
plays published in PLAYS for use 
by members of the cast. 


@-> By purchasing play scripts you can 


save much time and effort spent 
in copying out parts. 

«> We can supply you with copies of 
plays from current and past issues. 


Subscribers pay only 20 cents per script! 
When ordering, be sure to give name 
under which subscription is listed. 
(Otherwise the price of each play is 
40 cents per copy.) 

To eliminate bookkeeping we suggest 
that payment accompany orders, espe- 

cially in small quantities. 


PLAYS, INC. 


8 Arlington Street, Boston 16, Mass. 




















PLAYS 


for Special Occasions in April 


In addition to the many fine plays for holidays and special occasions in this issue, 
subscribers may also obtain plays from previous issues for celebration of the following 
events: 


Easter and Spring 


An Obs To Sprine (Junior and Senior High). April, 1953 
Tuuirs aNp Two Lips (Junior and Senior High). April, 1953 
Buwnres AND Bonnets (Junior and Senior High). April, 1953 
Tse Goop Eaa (Junior and Senior High). April, 1952 
Sprine Fever (Junior High). March, 1950 
Tue Case or THe Easter Bonnet (Junior and Senior High). April,{1048 
Hearts aN» FLowers (Junior and Senior High). April, 1949 
Tomorrow 1s Easter (Junior and Senior High). April, 1949 
NorHING 7? Weak (Junior and Senior High). March, 1946 
First Day or Apri (Middle grades). April, 1949 
Apri Foor (Middle grades). April, 1949 
Easter Lity (Middle grades). April, 1948 
Morner Eartn’s New Dress (Middle grades). March, 1946 
Tue Maaic Eao (Middle grades), March, 1945 
Tue Woop Fok anv THe Lirrer Bues (Lower Grades). March,{1954 
Hever Wanrep ror Easter (Lower grades). April, 1953 
Tue Seven Litrie Seeps (Lower grades). March, 1952 
Tue NAMING or THE Fiowers (Lower grades). March, 1952 
THe Roarinc Marcu Lion (Lower grades). March, 1952 
Sprine Secrets (Lower grades). March, 1952 
| Tue First Easter Ecos (Lower grades). April, 1952 
An Aprit Foo. Surprise (Lower grades). April, 1952 
| | Sprinc Nerousors (Lower grades). April, 1951 

Tae Lazy Litre Rarnprop (Lower grades). March, 1950 
Miss Rosrn’s Scnoon (Lower grades). March, 1950 
Bunny Picnic (Lower grades). April, 1949 
Tue Missine Easter Eaos (Lower grades). April, 1949 
Tae Bunny.Lanp Bricape (Lower grades). April, 1949 
Tue Fiest Frowers (Lower grades). March, 1944 
PINKIE AND THE Rosins (Lower grades). March, 1944 
Easter Eaa Rouiine (Lower grades). March, 1946 
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Any of these plays from past issues of our magazine, as well as those in the current issue, may be pro- 
duced royalty-free by subscribers. Single copies of individual plays may be = by current 
subscribers only, for 20c each (40c to non-subscribers). When ordering scripts, please give name under 
which subscription is listed. Otherwise regular price of 40c per copy will be charged. 
To eliminate bookkeeping, we suggest that payment accompany playbook orders, especially for small 
quantities. 
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) —— Rogaliy-Free Plays for Young People —— 


New Publications 





HEALTH AND SAFETY PLAYS AND PROGRAMS by Aileen Fisher 
A varied collection of health and safety Plays, skits, group readings, recitations and 


songs for boys and girls. This material 


y a noted children’s author is ideally 


suited to classroom and assembly programs on these important subjects. 


Middle and Lower Grades 


275 pages; $3.50 


Previously published and still in demand 





ONE-ACT PLAYS FOR ALL-GIRL CASTSt 
by Marjorie Paradis 
12 sparkling comedies for giris 


Junior High and High School 230 pages; $2.50 


TWENTY-FIVE PLAYS FOR HOLIDAYSt 


by Mildred Hark and Noel McQueen 
A new collection of holiday playe 


Junior High and High School 442 pages; $3.50 


HOLIDAY PROGRAMS FOR BOYS AND 
GIRLSt 


by Aileen Fisher 
Plays, poems, skits, readings 
Lewer Grades through Junior High, 394 pages; $3.50 


MODERN COMEDIES FOR YOUNG PLAY- 
ERSt 


by Mildred Hark and Noel McQueen 
23 comedies of family life 


Junior High and High School 373 pages; $3.50 


100 PLAYS FOR CHILDRENTt* 
edited by A. 8. Burack 
Giant collection of plays 


Lewer and Middle Grades 886 pages; $4.75 


CAREER PLAYS FOR YOUNG PEOPLE®* 
Samuel 8. Richmond 
vocational guidance plays 


Junior High and High School 342 pages; $3.50 


SPECIAL PLAYS FOR SPECIAL DAYSt?t® 
by Mildred Hark and Noel McQueen 
24 plays for important holidays 


Middle Grades and Junior High 397 pages; $3.00 


HOLIDAY PLAYS FOR TEEN-AGERS?t 
by Helen Louise Miller 

21 comedies for holidays 
Junior High and High School 355 pages; $3.50 
LITTLE PLAYS FOR LITTLE PLAYERS? 
edited by Sylvia E. Kamerman 
50 plays for all occasions 

Lower Grades 338 pages; $2.75 
PLAYS FOR GREAT OCCASIONS 

by Graham DuBois 

24 historical dramas 

Junior High and High School 371 pages; $3.50 
CHRISTMAS PLAYS FOR YOUNG ACTORSt 
edited by A. 8. Burack 

26 traditional and modern plays 


Lower Grades through Junior High, 264 pages; $2.75 


RADIO PLAYS FOR YOUNG PEOPLET® 
by Walter Hackett 
4 classics adapted for radio 
Junior High and High School 277 pages; $2.75 
ON STAGE FOR TEEN-AGERSt®*® 
by Helen Louise Miller 

one-act comedies 


Junior High and High School 432 pages; $3.50 


*Recommended in the Standard Catalog for High School Librarses 
tListed in the Booklist of the A.L.A. 


PLAYS, ENC., Publishers, 8 Arlington St., Boston 16, Mass. 




















